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PREFACE. 



Of the Selections which have been made 
from the chaos of our past Poetry, the majority 
has been confined almost entirely to the writ- 
ings of men ; and from the great Collections of 
the English Poets, where so many worthless 
compositions find a place, the productions of 
women have been carefuUy excluded. The 
small quantity of female effusions, and their 
concealment in obscure publications, have 
perhaps contributed to this neglect ; and the ' 
object of the present volume is to exhibit the 
growth and progress of the genius of our 
country-women in the department of Poetry. 
It is true that the grander inspirations of 
the Muse have not been often breathed into 
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the softer frame. The magic tones which 
have added a new existence to the heart — 
the tremendous thoughts which have im- 
pressed a successive stamp on the fluctuation 
of ages, and which have almost changed the 
character of nations, — these have not pro- 
ceeded from wonian ; but her sensibility, her 
tenderness, her grace, have not been lost nor 
misemployed : her genius has gradually risen 
with the opportunities which facilitated its 
accent. 

The inglorious toils of compilation seldom 
excite the gratitude of readers, who only 
require to be amused, and arc indifferent as 
to what has passed behind the scenes in the 
preparation of their entertainment; but we 
feel an honest satisfaction in the reflection, 
that our tedious chase through the jungles 
of forgotten literature must procure to this 
undertaking the good-will of our country- 
women. In the course of future centuries, 
new Anthologies will be formed, more inter- 
esting and more exquisite than our own, 
because the human mind, and, above all. 
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the female mind^ is making a rapid advance ; 
but our work will never be deprived of the 
happy distinction of being one of the first 
that has been entirely consecrated to women. 

The present volume was planned^ and 
partly executed^ before we were aware of 
the existence of perhaps the only similar 
pubUcation in the language, — viz. Poems by 
Eminent Ladies,intwo small volumes, printed 
in 1755, and edited, as we have understood, 
by Colman and Bonnel Thornton. It con- 
tains, however, no extracts from rare books, 
in which our own Selection is so rich, and 
exhibits specimens of only eighteen Poet- 
esses. A reprint of it appeared without a 
date, probably about 1780, with some altera- 
tions, and a few additional poems. 

The modem orthography, which has been 
used by the best editors, Ellis and others, 
has been adopted throughout the following 
pages, except in the specimens of the first 
five authoresses, — in Queen Elizabeth's ver- 
sion of the XlVth Psalm, — and in the ex- 
tract from Elizabeth Melvill's poem. 
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PREFACE. 



To the kindness of Mr. Da vid Lain 6^ of 
Edinburgh, we are indebted for several com- 
munications, without which our work wouM 
have been much less perfect than it is. 
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JULIANA BERNERS, 

FkwriilMd alxNit 1400k* 

This female, daughter of Sir James Bemers, of Roding- 
Bemers, in Essex, knight, and sister of Ridiard Lord 
9emers, was prioress of the nunnery of SopwelL She 
wrote three tracts on Hawking^ HurUing^ and Armorp 
or Heraidry^ which were first printed in the neigh- 
bouring monastery of St. Albans. ^^ From an abbess 
disposed to turn author,*' says Warton, (Hist, of 
English Poetry, vol. ii. p. 172), '^ we might more 
reasonably have expected a manual of meditations for 
the closet, or select rules for making salves, or dis- 
tilling strong waters. But the diversions of the field "f 

* According to Bale. See the Prolegomena to Mr. 
Haslewood's ediUon of her Works. Warton says, she 
wrote about 1481. 
O t That she followed the chase is by no means certain. 

B 
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were not thought inconsistent with the character of a 
religious lady of this eminent rank, who resembled an 
abbot in respect of exercising an extensive manorial 
jurisdiction, and who hawked and hunted in common 

with other ladies of distinction The second of these 

treatises is written in rhyme. It is spoken in her own 
person ; in which, being otherwise a woman of autho- 
rity, she assumes the title of damd. I suspect the 
whole to be a translation from the French and Latin. 

The barbarism of the times strongly appears in 

the indelicate expressions which she often uses; and 
which are equally incompatible with her sex and pro- 
fession.** 



The Opening of her Poem. 

Mi dere sones, where ye fare, be frith, or by fell, 

Take good hede in his tyme how Tristrem wol tell ; 

How many maner bestes of venery there were, 

Listenes now to oure Dame, and ye shullen here. 

Ffowre maner bestes of venery there are, 

The first of hem is a hert, the second is an hare; 

The boor is one of tho, ^ • 

The wolff, and no mo. ^ 

And whereso ye comen in play or in place, 

Now shal I tel you which ben bestes of chace; 

One of tho a buk, another a doo, 

The ffox, and the marteryn, and the wilde roo; 
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And ye shall, my dere sones, other bestea all, 
Where so -ye hem finde, rascall hem call. 
In frith or in fell, 
Or in fibrest, y yow tell. 
And :to ^peke of the hert, if ye wil bit lere, 
Ye shall cal him a calfe al the first yere ; 
The seconde yere a broket, so shal he be, 
The third yere a spayard, lemeth this at me; 
The iiii yere calles hem a stagge, be eny way 
The fift yere a grete stagge, my dame bade you 
say. 

The {oregoing lines of Juliana's very carious produc- 
tion are quoted by Warton,* (H. of E. P.) from a MS. 
in the Bodleian, which differs considerably from the 
printed copies. The following specimen is given from 
Mr. Haslewood's beautiful reprint of The Book of Si, 
Albans^ printed at Westminster^ by Wffnkyn de Worde^ 
1490. 

The season of the boore is from the Natyvyte, 
Tyll the puryficacon of our lady soo fre. 
For at the Natyvyte of our lady swete. 
He may fynde where he gooth onder his fete, 

* Since the above transcript from Warton's work was 
made, I have found that the early part of the same MS. is 
quoted by Mr. Haslewood, with some variations ; and, as 
I have no doubt that Mr. H. has given it most correctly, 
I have altered my specimen according to his text. 
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Bothe in wodes^ind feldes^ come and other fnite, 
Whan he after fbode makyth ony sute: 
Crabbes and eke comes, and nottes there they 

grow, 
Hawys find hepes, and other thynges ynow : 
That tyll the puryiycacon lastyth as ye se, 
And makyth the boore in season to be, 
For whyle that fhiyte roaye laste, his tyme is 

never paste. 



QUEEN ANNE BGLEYN, 

Bora 1507, died 153& 

To this iU-fiUed qaeen the following venes have been 
ascribed. See the History of MobIc, vol. iii. p. 90. 
by Sir John Hawkins, who says, they were communi- 
emted to him by '' a very judidoas anti^oary, lately 



Defiled is my name full sore, 

Through cruel spyte and false report, 
That I may say for evermore. 

Farewell, my jo^! adiewe, comfort! 
For wrongfully ye judge of me. 

Unto my fame a mortall wounde ; 
Say what ye lyst, it will not he. 

Ye seek for that can not be found. 



O death ! rocke me on slepe, 
Bringe me on quiet reste ; 
Let passe my yerye guiltless goste 

Out of my careful brest: 
Toll on the passinge bell, 
Ringe out the doleful knell, 
Let the sounde my dethe tell, 
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For I must dye, 
There is no remedy^ 
For now I dye. 

My paynes who can expres? 

Alas! they are so stronge, 
My dolor will not suffer strength 

My lyfe for to prolonge : 
Toll on the passinge bell, &c. 

Alone, in prison stronge, 

I wayle my destenyc ; 
Wo worth this cruel hap that ! 

Should taste this miserye. 
Toll on the passinge bell, &c. 

Farewell my pleasures past, 

Welcum my present payne i 
I fele my torments so increse. 
That lyfe cannot remayne. 
Cease now the passinge bell, 
Rong is my doleful knell. 
For the sound my deth doth tell ; 
Death doth draw nye, 
Sound my end dolefully. 
For now I dye. 



ANNE ASKEWE, 

Bora about 1590, dtod 15M. 

This glorious martyr, on aooount of the following pro- 
doetion, is nnmbered among writers of poetry, by 
Phillips, in- the Theatrom Poetarom; and by Ritson, 
in the BibUographia Poetica. 



Tike BcUade whych Anne Askewe made and sange 
whan she was in Newgate. (At the end of 
" The lattre examinacyon of Anne Askewe, 
latelye martyred in Smythfelde, by the wycked 
Synagoge of Antichrist, with the Elucyda- 
cyon of Johan Bale/' B, L.) 

Ltke as the armed knyght 

Appoynted to the fielde, 
With thys world wyll 1 fyght. 

And fayth shall be my shielde. 

Faythe is that weapon stronge 
Whych wyll not fayle at nede; 

My foes tl\erfor amonge 
Therwith wyll I procede. 
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As it is had in stren^e 
And force of Christes waye, 

It wyll prerajTe at len^tbe, 
Though all the devyk saye naye. 

Faythe in, the.fathei^ olde 
Obtayned i^htWymeBae, 

Whych make me veiye bolde 
To feare no woHdes dystreHSe. 

1 now rejoyce in hart, 
And hope byd me do so, 

For Christ wy|l take my part. 
And ease me of my wo. 

Hiu sayst, Lorde, whoso knocke. 
To them wylt thou attende ; 

Undo therfor the locke. 
And thy stronge power lende. 

Moro enmyes now 1 hare 
Thui heeres upon my heed ; 

Lete them not me deprave, 
Bilt fyght thu in my steed. 

On the my caie I cast. 
For all their cruel! spyght, 
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I sett not by their hast^ 
For thu art my delyght 

I am not she that lyst 

My anker to lete fall, 
For everye dryslynge myst, 

My shyppe substancyall. 

• 

Not oft use I to wryght 
In prose nor yet in ryme, 

Yet wyll I shewe one syght 
That I sawe in my tyme. 

I saw a ryall trone 

Where Justyce shuld have sytt, 
But in her stede was one 

Of modye crueli wytt. 

Absorpt was rygtwysnesse 
As of the ragynge floude ; 

Sathan in hys excesse 

Sucte up the gyltelesse bioude. 

Then thought I, Jesus, Lorde, 
Whan thu shalt judge us all, 

Harde is it to recorde 

On these men what wyll fall. 
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Yet, Lorde, I the desyre, 
For that they do to me, 

Lete them not taste the hyre 
Of their inyquyte. 



ANONYMOUS AUTHORESS. 

In the Univenity Library of Edinftiirgli, is a MS. yoliiiiie, 
(presented by Bmmmond the poet, in the yew 1627,) 
entitled ^' The Triumphs of the matt famous Poet, 
Mr. Frances Petrarke, translated out of Italian into 
inglish by Mr. Wm. Fonlar, P. of Hanicke,'* and de- 
dicated '^ to the right honorable and most verteous 
Ladye Jeane Fleming, Ladye Thirlstaine,*' &G. 12 Deer. 
1587. 

Among the commendatory sonnets prefixed to it are two 
by a lady, E. D. The following is one of them. 



E. D. in praise of Mr. Wm. Foular herfreind. 

The glorious Greiks dous praise thair Homer's 

quill, 
And citeis sevin dous strywe quhair he was borne ; 
The Latins dous of Virgill vant at will ; 
And Sulmo thinks her Ovid dous adorne ; 
The Spanzoll laughs (sawe Lucan) all to scome, 
And France for Ronsard stands, and settis him 

owt; 
The better sort for Bartas blawis the home ; 
And Ingland thinks thair Surrye first but dout. 
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To praise thair owen these countreis gois about; 
Italians lyke Petrarcha's noble grace, 
Who well deserwis first place amang^ that rout : 
Bot Foutar thow dois now thame all deface ; 
Np vanting Grece^pior Rpoiane now will.strywe, 
Thay all do ytsild sen Foular doith arrywe. 



ANNE, COUNTESS OF OXFORD, 

diedlMB, 

Wm tbe cideft duf^tcr «f Lovd Boriei^ At tbe age 
^iftwB, ihe Buurrifld Edward Vera, moA of Oxford. 

In 8oockem*i ZNono, are ** Foure EpytapliM made by the 
conntee of Oxenford, after the death of her youog 
aooDe, the lord Bulhecke, &G.*' The foUowing it one 
of them; and Mr. Park (who has reprinted it in his 
edtdon of the R. and N. authors,) justly observes, that 
^* it so moch resembles the 8t]ie of Soothem, that it 
may afanost be suspected of being tricked out by his 
inoomprehensible pen.** 



Had with moorning the gods left their willes 
undon, 
They had not so soone herited such a soule : 
Or if the mouth Tyme did not glotten up all. 
Nor ly nor the world, were depriy'd of my sonne, 
Whose brest Venus, with a face doleful! and 
milde, 
Dooth wash with golden teares, inveying the 

skies; 
And when the water of the goddesses eyes 
Makes almost alive the marble of my childe ; 
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One byds her leave styll her dollor so extreme, 
Telling her — it is not her young sonne Pa- 
pheme ! 
To which she makes aunswer, with a voice in- 
flamed, 
i(Feeling therewith her venime to be more bitter) 
** As I was of Cupid, even so of it, mother; 
And a woman^s last chylde is the most beloved/' 



QUEEN ELIZABETH, 

Bon IfiSSt died 10O& 

The dflsre of shining as a poetess was one of the weak-- 
nesses of this illustrious queen ; and her Tjuiity, no 
doubt, made her regard as tributes justly paid, the ex- 
traragant praises, which the oourtiers, and writers of 
her age, lavished on her royal ditties. 

With the exception of her translation of the speech qfthe 
Chorus in the second aei qf the Hercules JBissus of 
Seneca^ (a long and tedious piece of fustian in blank 
verse, which is printed in Park*s edition of Wa^wle** 
R. and N. ^uthots,) the reader is here presented with 
the entire poetiGal remains of the '' Flower of Trqyno- 
vant;^ they have never, I believe, been odlected till 



Verges written with Charcoal on a Shutter, at 

Woodstock, 

[Preserved by Hentiner.] 

Oh Fortune! how thy restless wavering state 
Hath fraught with cares my troubled wit ! 

Witness this present prison, whither fate 
*Could bear me, and the joys I quit : 

* CouU bear is an andent idiom, equivalent to did beary 
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Thou causedest the guilty to be loos'd 
From bands, wherein are innocents inclo8*d : 
Causing the guiltless to be strait reserv'dy 
And freeing those that death had well deserv'd. 
But by her envy can be nothing wrought. 
So God send to my foes all they have thought. 

Elizabeth, Prisoner. 
A.D. MDLV. 



SONNET. 



The following verses are preserved by Puttenham in his 
Art of English Poesy. '* I find,*' says he, '* none ex. 
ample in English metre, so well maintaining this figure 
[Ezargasia, or the Gorgeous] as that ditty of her Ma- 
jesty's own making, passing sweet and hannonical; 
which figure being, as his very original name purport- 
eth, the most beautiful and gorgeous of all others, it 
asketh in reason to be reserved for a last compliment, 
and decyphered by a lady's pen, herself being the most 
beautiful, or rather beauty of queens. And this was 
the occasion : our sovereign lady perceiving how the 
Scottish queen's residence within this realm, at so 
great liberty and ease (as were scarce meet for so great 
and dangerous a prisoner,) bred secret fiEK^ons among 
her pecqple, and made many of the nobility incline to 
favour her party; some of them desirous of innovation 
in the state ; others aspiring to greater fortunes by her 
liberty and life. The queen, our sovereign lady, to 
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dcdare tklit the #as nothing ignanrnt df Uutoe secret 
pnctioet, though she had long, with great wisdom and 
patience, dissembled it, writeth this ditty, most sweet 
and sententious, not hiding from all such aspiring minds 
the danger of their ambition and disloyalty; which 
afterward feO out most truly by the exemplary chas- 
tiscment of sundry persons, who, in farour of the said 
Scottish queen, declining from her majesty, sought to 
interrupt the quiet of the realm by many evil and 
imdutiful practices/' 

The doubt of future foes 

Ejciles my present joy, 
And wit me warns to shun such snares 

As threaten mine annoy. 
For fiedsehood now doth flow. 

And subject faith doth ebb ; 
Which would not be if reason rul'd, 

Or wisdom weav'd the web. 
But clouds of toys untried 

Do cloak aspiring minds ; 
Which turn to rain of late repent, 

By course of changed winds. 
The top of hope suppos'd 

The root of ruth will be; 
Aad fhiitlets all their graffed guiles, 

As shortly ye shall see. 
Then dazzled eyes with pride, 

Which great ambition blinds, 

c 
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Shall be unseal'd by worthy wightff. 

Whose foresight falsehood finds. 
*The daughter of debate, 

That eke discord doth sow. 
Shall reap no gain where former rule 

Hath taught still peace to grew. 
No foreign banish'd wight 

Shall anchor in this port; 



* The daughter of debate^^laij^ queen of Scots. The- 
foUowing Farewell fo France, written by that lovely, 
unfortunate, but surely not guiltless woman, will shew 
how much her poetical powers were superior to those of 
Elizabeth : 

Adieu, plaisant pays de France, 

O Inapatrie 

La plus cherie, 
Qui as nourri ma jeune eniance ! 
Adieu, France ! adieu, mes beaux jours ! 
La nef qui dejoint mes amours 
N*a cy de moi que la moitie ; 
Une parte te reste ; elle est tienne ; 
Je la fie a ton amitie 
Pour que de Tautre 11 te souvienne. 

We are told in various publications, which echo the ac* 
eount of Tanner, that Mary composed verses in the Scotch 
language ; but as her knowledge of that tongue was very 
imperfect, such statements are of no authority. 
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Our realm it brooks no strangers' force, 

Let them elsewhere resort. 
Our rusty sword with rest 

Shall first his edge employ, 
Shall poll their tops that seek 

Such change, and gape for joy. 



19 



Verses from a Manuscript in the Ashmolean 

Museum. 

[It is doubtful ou what subject these lines were written, 
the words after the signature being half obliterated. 
See Headley^s Anc. Eng. Poet., where, I think, they 
first appeared in print.] 

1. 

I GRIEVE, and dare not show my discontent; 

I love, and yet am forc'd to seem to hate ; 
I do, yet dare not say I ever meant ; 

I seem stark mute, but inwardly do prate : 
I am, and not ; I freeze, and yet am bum'd. 
Since from myself, my other self I tum'd. 



My care is like my shadow in the sun, 
Follows me flying, flies when I pursue it ; 
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Stand* and lies by me, does what I have done ; 

This too familiar care does make me rue it: 
No means I find to rid him from my breast. 
Till by the end of things it be supprest. 

3. 

Some gentler passions slide into my mind, 
For I am soft, and made of melting snow ; 

Or be more cruel, Love, and so be kind, 
Let me or float or sink, be high or low : 

Or let me live with some more sweet content, 

Or die, and so forget what love e'er ir.eant. 

Signed, ^' Fini$, EUmo, Regt^M^ upon 

Moun *s departure,** AshmoL 

Mus. MSS. 69G9 (781), p. 142. 



Epitaphf made by the Queeii^s Majesty, at the 
Death of the Princess of Espinoye. 

[From Soothem*8 iXano.] 

When the warriour Phoebus go'th to make his 

round. 
With a painful course, to t'other hemisphere, 
A dark shadow, a great horror, and a fear, 
In I know not what clouds environ the ground. 
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d even so for Pinoy, thai fair virtuous lady, 
Mgh Jupit» have in this horizon 
!e a star of her, by the Ariadnan crown,) 
Monrus. dolour, and grief, accompany our body, 
O Alropos ! thou hast done a work perverst ! 
And «S3 bird, that hath lost both young and nest 
About the place where it was. makes many a tnm ; 
Evwi » dolh Cupid, thai infant god of amore, 
Fly about the tomb where she lies all in dolors, 
Weeping for her eyes, wherein he made sojourn. 



The XII IJ Psalme of Da vid, called Dixit insi- 
pwDs; tcvcktd ofure ofvty Lady Elizabeth. 

I Printed «t ill* end of hat imnglntKin of tlii< Cwf/y Medi. 
talmtt of Uw queni of Narim. In this Pinlm I have 
mdnwl dw dU onhugnphy, which oould not bare 
been altered vilbout iujury tu the rhyme in 

FoOLKS, that true fiiyth yet never hod, 
StYth, in th*ir hartes. There is no God [ 
Fylthy they are in their pmctyse, 
Oflhcm not one is godly wyse. 
From heaven the Lorde on man ded lokc. 
To knowe what wayes he undertoke : 
All they were vayue, imil went a strayc, 
Nol one he fouiide in ihc ryghl wnye; 
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In harte and tunge have they deceyte, 

Their lyppes throwe fourth a poysened beyte ; 

Their myndes are mad/ their mouthes are wode. 

And swyft they be in shedynge blode. 

So blynde they are, no truth they knowe, 

No feare of God in them wyll growe. 

How can that cruell sort be good. 

Of God's ^ere folcke whych sucke the blood? 

On hym ryghtly shall they not call, 

Dyspayre wyll so their hartes appall. 

At all tymes God is with the just, 

Bycause they put in hym their trust : 

Who shall therefor from Syon geve 

That helthe whych hangeth in our beleve; 

Whan God shall take from hys the smart, 

Than will Jacob rejoyce in hart. 

Prayse to God. 



Elizabeth's Answer to a Popish Priest, who 
pressed her to declare her Opinion concerning 
the Corporeal Presence. 

Christ was the Word that spake it; 
He took the bread, and brake it : 
And what that Word did make it. 
That I believe, and take it. 
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A Rebus an Mr. Nobl. 

TflE word of denial^ and letter o^ fifty ^ 

Ia tbatgeotleman's name that will never be thrifty. 



Characters of Four Knights of Nottinghamshire, 
Geryase the gentle. Stanhope the stoat, ^ 
Markham the lion, and Sutton the lout. 



Lines written in defiance of Fortune. 

Never think you, Fortune can bear the sway, 
Where Virtue's force can cause her to obey. 



Am English Hexameter^ composed in Imitation of 

Sir p. Sidney. 

Pershis, a crab-staff; bawdy Martial ; Ovid, a fine 
wag. 



Sir Walter Raleigfa having written on a window. 
Fain would I climb, yet fear I to fall ; 

£laabeth wrote under it. 

If thy heart fail thee, climb not at all. 



ELIZABETH MELVILL, 

Was daughter of Sir Jamet MelviU of Halhill, and wife 
of Colvill of ColroM. She wrote Ane GodHe Dreame^ 
eompylit in SootHth Met&Tj the first edition of which 
appeared at Edinburgh, 1603, 4to. In a. vcdume of 
Various Poetry, in th^ British MuMum, is. an edition 
of her poem, prin$ed at Aberdeei^ ip 1644^ ^' by £. 
Raban, Laird of letpen :*' Beloe, (Anecdotes of Lit.) 
speaking of this edition, observes, that ^* perhaps no 
printer or publisher, before or since, has assumed so 
strange and singular a title as Mr. Raban.'* I find in 
the same volume of V^ Pk an edition of Th€ Cherrie 
and the Sloe, printed in 1645, by the said Raban, who 
again styles himself ^^ Laird of letters.** 

The following specimen of Ane Godlie Dreame is given 
from the first edition. In later editions the language 
has been Anglicised. 



I LuiKiT down and saw ane pit moH black. 
Most full of smock, and flaming fyre most fell ; 
That vglie sicht maid mee to flie aback, 
I feirit to heir so many shout and yell : 
I him besocht that hee the treuth wald tell — 
Is this, said I, the Papists' purging place, 
Quhair they affirme that sillie saulles do dwells 
To purge thair sin, befoir they rest i^ pe^QB ? 
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Thi? braille of man mtiut warlie did invent 
Thai P\uffa^ place, he answeril nee aguine : 
For grediDMs together they content 
Tu iay that MuDes in torment mon remaine. 
Till gold and gvde* relcif them of thair paine. 
O •pytfidl spreits that did the same begin ! 
O biindil heists, your thoeht£ ar all in vaine, 
My blnde alone did aaif thy saull from nin. 

This Pit is Hell, quhturthrovr thou now mon go. 
Thatr is thy way that Icids thee to the Innd : 
Now play the maa, thou neids not trimbill lo, 
For 1 hU help and hald thee by the hand. 
Allaoe ! mid I, I have na force to stand. 
For Ccir 1 laint to sie that vglie sicht: 
How ran I cum among that bailfuU band ? 

help mee now, I have na force nor miiht ! 

Otl have I heard, that they thnt enters thair, 
In thia greil golfe, sail never cum againe : 
Cutage, aoid hu, have 1 not bocht tliee deir ^ 
My pmioas blude it was nocht shed in vaJne. 

1 saw this place, my sauU did taial tliis paine. 
Of ever I went into my Father's gl«ir : 
Throw mon thou go, bot thou sail not remaine, 
TTiou Dcids IK* fcir, for I sail go btifoir. 



I 



26 ELIZABETH JftELVILL. 

I am content to do thy haill command, 
Said I againe, and did him fast imbrace : 
Then lovenglie he held mee be the hand, 
And in wee went into that feirfull place. 
Hald fast thy grip, said hee, in any cace 
Let mee not slip, quhat ever thou sail sie ; 
Dreid not the deith, bot stoutlie forwart preis. 
For Deith nor Hell sail never vanquish thee. 

His words sa sweit did ch^ my heavie hairt, 
Incontinent I cuist my cair asyde : 
Curage, said hee, play not ane cowart's part, 
Thocht thou be waik, zit in my strenth confyde. 
I thocht me blist to have sa gude ane guyde, 
Thocht I was waik, I knew that he was Strang ; 
Under his wings I thocht me for to hyde, 
Gif anie thair sould preis to do mee wrang. 

Into that Pit, quhen I did enter in, 
I saw an sicht quhilk maid my heart agast, — 
Puir damnit saullis, tormentit sair for sin 
In flaming fyre, war frying wonder fast : 
And vglie spreits, and as we thocht them past, 
My heart grew faint, and I begouth to tyre ; 
Or I was war, ane gripit mee at last, 
And held me heich above ane flaming fyre. 
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The fyre was ^eit, the heit did pein me sair, 
My faith grew waik, my grip was wonderous small, 
I trimbellit fast, my feir grew mair and mair, 
My haads did shaik, that I him held withall. 
At length thay lousit, than they bcgouth to fall, 
I cryet, O Lord ! and caught him fast againe, 
Lord Jesus, cum, and red mee out of thrall : 
Curage, said he, now thou art past the paine. 

With this greit feir, I stackerit and awoke. 
Crying, O Lord ! Lord Jesus, cum againe : 
Bot efter this no kj^de of rest I tuke, 
I preisit to sleip, bot that was all in vaine. 
I wald have dreamit of pleasur efter pame, 
Becaus I knaw I sail it finde at last : 
God grant my guyde may still with mee remaine^ 
It is to cum that I beleifit was past. 



LADY ELIZABETH CAREW. 

la understood to be the anthoreis of The tragedff qfMa*' 
Warn, the fair queen i^ Jewry ^ written by thai learned^ 
virtwmt^ and truly noble lady^ S. C. 1613. 

In the MS. Notes of Oldys on Langbalne, in the British 
Museom, I find the following observation oonoeming 
her : ^' I beliere her name should be spelt Cary, for 
John Davis of Hereford dedicates his Muses* Sacrifice, 
or Divine Meditations, to the noble and renowned la« 
dies, darlings as well as patronesses of the Muses, 
Lucy, Countess of Bedford, Mary, Countess dowager 
of Pembroke, and Elizabeth, Lady Cary, wife of Sir 
Henry Cary, printed 12mo. 1612 : and in the poetical 
dedication there are four or five stanxaa upon her, 
wherein it appears that Davis was a writing-master; 
she had been his scholar,*' &c 



Chorus in Act III, of Mariam, 

Tis not enough for one that is a wife 

To keep her spotless from an act of ill ; 
But from suspicion she should free her life, 
And bare herself of power as well as will. 
^Tis not so glorious for her to be free, 
As by her proper self restrained to be. 
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When fllie hath spaoioas gionBd to walk upon. 

Why on the ridge diould she desire to go? 
It is no glory to forbear alone 

Those things that may her honour overthrow : 
But *ti8 thankworthy, if she will not take 
All lawful liberties for honour's sake. 

That wife her hand against her fame doth rear, 

That more than to her lord alone will give 
A private word to any second ear ; 

And though she may with reputation live, 
Yet tho' most chaste, she doth her glory blot, 
And wounds her honour, tho' she kills it not. 

When to their husbands they themselves do 
bind, 
Do they not wholly give themselves away ? 
Or give they but their body, not their mind. 
Reserving that, tho' best, for others' prey ? 
No, sure, their thoughts no more can be their own. 
And therefore should to none but one be known. 

Then she usurps upon another's right, 

That aeeks to be by public language grac'd; 
And tho' her thoughts reflect with purest light 
Her mind, if not peculiar, is not chaste. 
For in a wife it is no worse to find 
A common body, than a common mind. 
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And every mind, tho' free torn thought of ill, 

That out of glory seeks a worth to show, 
When any's ears but one therewith they fill, 
Doth in a sort her pureness overthrow. 
Now Mariam had (but that to this she bent) 
Been free from fear, as well as innocent. 



Chorus in Act IV, 

The fairest action of our human life 
Is-scoming to revenge an injury ; 
For who forgives without a further strife, 
His adversary's heart to him doth tie. 
And 'tis a firmer conquest truly said, 
To win the heart, than overthrow the head. 

If we a worthy enemy do find. 

To yield to worth it must be nobly done ; 
But if of baser metal be his mind, 

In base revenge there is no honour won. 
Who would a worthy courage overthrow. 
And who would wrestle with a worthless foe? 

We say our hearts are great and cannot yield ; 
Because they cannot yield, it proves them 
poor; 
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Great hearU are tasked beyond their power, but 
seld 
The weakest lion will the loudest roar. 
Truth's school for certain doth this same allow, 
High-heartedness doth sometimes teach to bow. 

A noble heart doth teach a virtuous scorn. 

To scorn to owe a duty overlong ; 
To scorn to be for benefits forborne, 
To scorn to lie, to scorn to do a wrong. 
To scorn to bear an injury in mind. 
To scorn a free-bom heart slave- like to bind. 

But if for wrongs we needs revenge must have. 
Then be our vengeance of the noblest kind ; 
Do we his body from our fury save. 

And let our hate prevail against our mind ? 
What can, gainst him a greater vengeance be. 
Than make his foe more worthy far than he ? 

Had Mariam scom'd to leave a due unpaid. 

She would to Herod then have paid her love ; 
And not have been by sullen passion sway'd. 
To fix her thoughts all injury above 
Is virtuous pride. Had Mariam thus been proud. 
Long famous life to her had been allow'd. 



MARY, COUNTESS OF PEMBROKE, 

died leau 

This lady, born about the middle of the tizteenth century, 
was the sifter of the all-oicoompliahed Sir Philip Sid- 
ney, who dedicated to her his Arcadia ; and she is men- 
tioned by Spenser, as 

^' most resembling, both in shape and spirit, 
Her brother dear." 
Of her poetry, various elegant specimens remain, and 
many writers have recorded her generous patronage of 
literary men. 
A translation of the Psalms, the joint labour of Sir Philip 
Sidney and the Countess of Pembroke, was first printed 
in 1823. 



A Dialogue between two Shepherds, The not and 
Piers, in praise of Astrea. 

[From Davi80K*8 Poetical RJiapsody,] 
THENOT. 

I SING divine Astrea's praise, 
O Muses ! help my wits to raise, 
And heave my verses higher. 
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PIEE8. 

HiOE need's! the truth but plainly tell. 
Which much I doubt thou can'st not well, 
Thou art 8o oft a liar. 

THEKOT. 

If in my aong no more I shew, 
Than heaven, and earth, and sea do know. 
Then truly I have spoken. 

PIERS* 

Sofficeth not no more to name ; 
But being no less, the like, the same, 
Else laws of truth be broken. 

THENOT. 

Then say, she is so good, so fair. 
With all the earth she may compare. 
Not Momus' self denying. 

PIERS. 

Compare may think where likeness holds. 
Nought like to her the earth enfolds, 
1 look'd to find you lying. 
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THBNOT. 

Astrea sees with Wisdom's sight, 
Astrea works by Virtue's might. 
And jointly both do stay in her. 

PIERS. 

Nay, take from them, her hand, her mind ; 
The one is lame, the other blind : 
Shall still your lying stain her ? 

THENOT. 

Soon as Astrea shews her fieice, 
Straight every ill avoids the place, 
And every good aboundeth. 

PIERS. 

Nay long before her face doth shew, 
The last doth come, the first doth go. 
How loud this lie resoundeth. 

THENOT. 

Astrea is our chiefest joy. 
Our chiefest guard against annoy. 
Our chiefest wealth, our treasure. 
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PIEB8. 

Where chiefest are, there others be, 
To us none elae bat only she ; 

When wik thou speak m measure? 

TBEIVOT. 

Astrea may be justly said, 
A field in flowery robe array'd. 
In season fireshly springing. 

PIERS. 

That spring endures but shortest time, 
This never leaves Astrea's clime; 
Thou liest instead of singing. 

THENOT. 

As heavenly light that guides the day, 
Right so doth shine each lovely ray, 
That from Astrea flieth. 

PIERS. 

Nay, darkness oft that light inclouds, 
Astrea's beams no darkness shrouds ; 
How loudly Thenot lieth ! 



36 MARY, COUNTESS OF PEMBROKE; 

THSNOT. 

Astrea rightly tenn I inay, 
A manly palm, a maiden bay» 
Her verdure never dying. 

TIERS. 

Pakn oft is crooked, bay is low ; 
She still upright, still high doth grow ; 
Good Thenot leave thy lying I 

THENOT. 

Then Piers, of friendship tell me why, 
My meaning true, my words should lie. 
And strive in vain to raise her ? 

PIERS. 

Words from conceit do only rise, 
Above conceit her honour flies ; 

But silence, nought can praise ^er. 
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CHORUS. 

From ike Tragedy of Antony,— done into En- 
giish by the Countess of PMMBROKMy 1595. 

The boiling tempest still 
Makes not sea-waters foam^ 
Nor still the northern blast 
Disquiets quiet streaoiyiy 
Nor who, his chest to fill. 
Sails to the morning beams. 
On waves wind tosseth fast. 
Still keeps his ship from home. 

Nor Jove still down doth cast, 
Inflam'd with bloody ire. 
On man, on tree, on hill. 
His darts of thundering fire: 
Nor still the heat doth last 
On hce of parched plain, 
Nor wrinkled cold doth still 
On frozen furrows reign. 

But still as long as we 
In this low world remain. 
Mishaps, our daily mates, 
Our lives do entertain ; 
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And woes which bear no dates, 
Still perch upon our heads ; 
None go, but straight will be 
Some greater in their steads. 

Nature made us not free, 
When first she made us live : 
When we began to be, 
To be began our woe ; 
Which growing evermore, 
As dying life doth grow. 
Do more and more us grieve, 
And tire us more and more. 

O blest who never breath'd, 
Or whom, with pity mov'd. 
Death from his cradle reav'd, 
And swadled in his grave. 
And blessed also he 
(As curse may blessing have) 
Who low, and living free, 
No prince's charge hath prov'd. 

By stealing sacred fire, 
Prometheus, then unwise. 
Provoking Gods to ire, 
The heap of ills did stur ; 
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And ftickneM, pale and cold, 
Our end which onward spur 
To plague our hands, too bold. 
To filch the wealth of skies. 

In heaven's hate since then, 
Of ill with ill enchain'd, 
We race of mortal men 
Full fraught our breasts have borne ; 
And thousand, thousand woes 
Our heavenly soub now thorn, 
Which free before from those. 
No earthly passion pain'd. 

War and war's bitter cheer 
Now long time with us stay. 
And fear of hated foe 
Still still encreaseth sore. 
Our harms worse daily grow : 
Less yesterday they were 
Than now, and will be more 
To-morrow than to-day. 



LADY MARY WROTH. 

Daughter of Robert Earl of Leicester, (a younger brother 
of Sir P. Sidney), and wife of Sir Robert Wroth, is only 
remembered now as the distinguished female, to whom 
Ben Jonson dedicated the Alchemiti; but, in her day, 
she enjoyed considerable reputation as anthoress of the 
Uranioy a romance interspersed with poetry, pub- 
lished in 1621. 



SONG. 

Who can blame me, if I love ? 
Since Love before the world did move. 
When I lov'd not, I despaired, 
Scarce for handsomeness I car'd ; 
Since so much I am refin'd, 
As new fram'd of state and mind, 
Who can blame me if I love, 
Since Love before the world did move ? 

Some in truth of Love beguil'd, 
Have him blind and childish stil'd ; 
But let none in these persist, 
Since so judging judgment mist. 
Who can blame me ? 
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Love in c|iaiM did appear : 
When nothing was, yet he seem'd clear : 
Nor when light could be descried^ 
To his crown a light was tied. 
Who can blame me ? 

Love is truth, and doth delight^ 
Whereas Honour shines most bright; 
Reason's self doth Love approve. 
Which makes us ourselves to love. ■' 
Who can blame me ? 

Could I my past time begin, 
I would not commit such sin. 
To live an hour, and not to love ; 
Since Lpve makes us perfect prove. 
Who can blame me ? 



SONG. 

Love, a child, is ever crying ; 
Please him, and he straight is flying ; 
Give him, he the more is craving, 
Nev^r satisfied with having. 
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His desires have no measure ; 
Elndless folly is his treasure ; 
What he promiseth he breaketh ; 
Trust not one word that he speaketh. 

He vows nothing but false matter ; 
And to cozen you will flatter ; 
Let him gain the hand, he'll leave you, 
And still glory to deceive you. 

He will triumph in your wailing ; 
And yet cause be of your failing : 
These his virtues are, and slighter 
Are his gifts, his favours lighter. 

Fathers are as firm in staying ; 
Wolves no fiercer in their preying : 
As a child then, leave him crying ; 
Nor seek him so given to flying. 



ANNE, COUNTESS OF ARUNDEL, 



died 1690, 



WmM the sister of Thomas, hut Lord Dacre, and married 
Philip, Earl of Anmdel, who died in the Tower, 
lfi9&. The foQowing verses, written hy her on the 
oorer of a letter, have been preserved by Mr. Lodge, 
(Ulustr. of Brit. Hist. vol. iii.), who is of opinion that 
they were called forth by the death of her husband. 



In sad and ashy weeds I sigh, 

I groan, I pine, I mourn ; 
My oaten yellow reeds 1 all 

To jet and ebon turn. 
My watery eyes, like winter's skies, 

My furrow'd cheeks o'erflow : 
All heavens know why, men moom as I, 

And who can blame my woe ? 



In sable robes of night my days 

Of joy consumed be, 
My sorrow sees no light ; my lights 

Through sorrow nothing see : 



44 ANNE, COUNTESS OF ABUNDJ^L. 

For now my sun his course hath run, 
And from his sphere doth go 

To endless bed of folded lead. 
And who can blame my woe ? 

My flocks I now forsake, that so 

My sheep my grief may know ; 
The lilies loth to take, that since 

His death, presumed to grow. 
I etivy air, because it dare 

Still breathe, and he not so ; 
Hate earth, that doth entomb his youth, 

And who can blame my woe ? 

Not I, poor I alone — (alone 

How can this sorrow be ?) 
Not only men make moan, but more 

Than men make moan with me : 
The gods of greens, the mountain queens, 

The fauy circled row, 
The Muses nine, and Powers divine. 

Do all condole my woe. 



DIANA PRIMROSE. 

A C^hmim «(fP4airl^ mr a Mtmorial 4^ the pemrleu GrticUy 
mmd heroie Viriuei qf Queen EltMitbethy -of jfhrioue 
MMMory, eompoeed ip the noble lady^ Diana Primrote^ 
Lemdon^ 1030, — is a tract of twelve pages. The 
Pearls which fortn the Chain are, the Religion^ Ckde- 
iU§y Prmdenee^ Tempenmee^ Clemenej/^ JtuHee^ Fair- 
Himhy Seienee^ PoHanoe^ and BaueUp of her majesty. 



The fourth Pearl. 

TEMPERANCE. 

The goULen bridle of Bellerophon 
Is Temperance, by which our Passioii 
And Appetite we conquer and subdue 
To Reason's regiment; else may we rue 
Our yielding to men's siren-blandishments^ 
Whidi are attended with so foul events. 
This Pearl in her was so conspicuous. 
As that the king her brother still did use 
To style her his sweet sister Temperance ; 
By which her much-admired self-goyemance, 
Her Passions still she check'd ; and still she made 
The world astonish'd, that so undismayed 
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She did with equal tenor still proceed 

In one fair course, not shaken as a reed ; 

fiut built upon the rock of Temperance : 

Not daz'd with fear, not maz'd with any chance ; 

Not with rain hope (as with an empty spoon) 

Fed or allur'd to cast beyond the moon : 

Not with rash anger too precipitate. 

Not fond to love, nor too too prone to hate : 

Not charm'd with Parasites, or Sirens* songs 

Whose hearts are poison'd, though their sugred 

tongues 
Swear, vow, and promise all fidelity, 
When they are brewing deepest villainy. 
Not led to vain or too profuse expence. 
Pretending thereby state-magpiificence : 
Not spending on these momentary pleasures 
Her precious time ; but deeming her best treasures 
Her subjects' love, which she so well preserved 
By sweet and mild demeanour, as it serv'd 
To guard her surer than an army royal ; 
So true their loves were to her, and so loyal : 
O golden age 1 O blest and happy years I 
O music sweeter than that of the spheres ! 
When Prince and People mutually agree 
In sacred concord, and sweet symphony ! 
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The Eighth Pearl. 

SCIENCE. 

Among tlie virtues intellectual 
The van is led by that we Science call ; 
A Pearl more precious than th' ^Egyptian queen 
Qoaft Offf to Anthony : of more esteem 
Than Indian gold, or most resplendent gems, 
Which ravish us with their translucent beams. 
How many arts and sciences did deck 
This Heroina ! who still had at beck 
The Muses and the Graces, when that she 
Gave audience in state and majesty : 
Then did the goddess Eloquence inspire 
Her royal breast : Apollo with his lyre 
Ne'er made such music ; on her sacred lips 
Angels enthroned, most heavenly manna sips. 
Then might you see her nectar-flowing vein 
Surround the hearers : in which sugred stream 
She able was to drown a world of men. 
And drown'dy with sweetness to revive again. 
AlaacOy the embassador Polonian, 
Who perorated like a mere Slavonian, 
And in rude rambling Rhetoric did roll, 
She did with Attic eloquence control. 
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Her speeches to our Academiaiis 
Well shew'd jihe knew among Athenians, 
How to deliver such well-tuned words 
As with such places punctually accords, 
fiut with what Oratory-ravishments 
Did she imparadise her Parliaments ? 
Her last most princely speech doth veriiyy 
. How highly she did England dignify. 
Her lo3fal Commons how did she embrace^ 
. And entertain with a most royal grace !* 



* To the Chain of Pearl are prefixed the following 
verses: 

To the eseettent Lady^ the Composer qf this Work, 

Shine forth (Diana), dart thy golden rays 
On her hlest life and reign, whose noble praise 
Deserves a quill pluckt from an angel^s wing. 
And none to write it but a crowned king. 
She, she it was, that gave us golden days, 
And did the English name to heaven raise : 
Blest be her name, blest be her memory. 
That England crownM with such felicity ! 
. And thou the Prime'rose of the Muses nine, 
(In whose sweet verse Eliza's fame doth shine 
Like some resplendent star in frosty night,) 
Hast made thy native splendor far more bright ; 
Since aU thy Pearls are peerless-orient 
And to thyself a precious ornament. 



DIANA PBIMROSE. 
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ThU IB my censure of thy Royal Chain, 
Which a far better ceniure well may daim. 

Dorothy Bjerry. 

3r«le.— The poor play on words in the thirteenth line 
less forced in the-old orthography ; 

Since all thy Pearles are peerles-orient* 



E 



MARY PAGE 

Ii authorasi of a very rare yolume, (entitled Fmne^s Rouie, 
1637), in which with the most patient ingenuity the 
hat tortured into anagrams and acrosticks, the names 
of various illustrious personages, King Charles, his 
Queen Mary, ^^ his most hopeful posterity,** Dukes, 
Marquesses, &c &&, to the number of four hundred 
and twenty. 



To the Right Hon, John Earl of Clare, Lord 
Houghton of Houghton, 

John Hollis, 

ANA6RAMMA, 

Oh ! on hy hills. 

Is virtue when I see you make such speed, 
Oh, it doth then no admiration breed , 
Hy, on hy hills of honour that you stand : 
Nature commandeth virtue such a band. 
Honour on virtue ever should attend : 
Oh, on hy hills you may forever wend : 
Loving of virtue, which doth shine so clear, 
Likely it is, you earl of Clare appear. 
Insue then well, what you have well begun, 
So on hy hills to stand you well have won. 



/ 
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To the Right Hon, John Earl of Weymes^ 
Lord Weymms, 

Johri Weymes, 

ANAORAMMA, 

Shew men joy. 

In your great honour free from all alloy, 
O truly noble Weymes you shew men joy ; 
Haying your virtues in their clearer sight, 
Nothing there is can breed them more delight. 
With jfoy your wisdom so doth men content ; 
Ever we pray it might be permanent: 
Your virtuous life doth breed so great delight, 
Men wish you endless ^oy, you to requite ; 
Eternal jf'oy may unto you succeed, 
Shewing menjqy, who do our comfort breed. 



ANNA HUME. 

The Triumphs qf Love^ Chagtitpy Death: translated out 
of Petrarch^ by Aire, Anna Humey Edit^ttrghy 1644, 
gives this lady a place in the present selection. 

She was the daughter of David Home, of Oodscroft. 



To the Reader. 



Reader, I have oft been told, 
Verse that speak not Love, are cold. 
I would gladly please thine ear. 
But am loath to buy't too dear. 
And *tis easier far to borrow 
Lovers' tears, than feel their sorrow. 
Therefore he hath furnisht me, 
Who had enough to serve all three. 



From the Triumph of Death. Chap. I. 

Lauretta meeting cruel Death, 
Mildly resigns her noble breath. 

The fatal hour of her short life drew near. 
That doubtful passage which the world doth fear ; 



Atiotlitr company, who had not been 
Frwd from their earthy burden, there were seen, 
To try if prayera could appease the wraUi, 
Or «Uy th' inexorable hand of death. 
That besuteout crowd conven'd to see the end 
Which all must taste ; each neighbour, every friend 
Stood by, when ^rim death with her hand took hold 
And pull*d away one only hair of gold. 
Thus from the world this faireat flower it tucu 
To make her shine more bright, not out of spleen. 
How many moaning plaints, what store of crieg 
Were utter'd there, when fate shut those fair eyes 
For which so oft I s>ing ; whose beauties bum'd 
My tortur'd heart (o long; whilee others mourn 'd 
She pleas'd, and quiet did the fruit enjoy 
Of her blest life; farewell, without annoy, 
Tnie nrat on earth, stud they: so might she be 
Eslcem*d, but nothing bates death's cruelty. 



irrow prize, 
n suBicc 



Now at what rule I should the si 

I know not. nor have art thai ca 

The sad afHiciion. to relate in verse 

Of these fair Dames, that wepl about her bourse ; 

Courtesy. Virtue. Beauty, all are lost. 

What shall become of us ? none else cnn boHsl 

Such htg'h perfection, no more we shall 

Hear her wise words, nor the angelical 
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Sweet music of h^r ymce ; whiles thus they cried. 
The parting spirit doth itself jdivide 
With every virtue from the noble breast, 
As some grave hermit seeks a lonely rest ; 
The heavens were clear, <ind all the ambient air 
Without a threatening cloud, no adversaire 
Durst once appear, or her calm mind affright : 
Death singly did herself conclude the fight ; 
After, when fear, and the extremest plaint 
Were ceas'd, th' attentive eyes of all were bent 
On that fair face, and by despair became 
Secure ; she who was spent, not like a flame 
fiy force extinguish'd, but as lights decay. 
And undiscemed waste themselves away : 
Thus went the soul in peace, so lamps are spent, 
As the oil fails which gave them nourishment ; 
In sum, her countenance you still might know 
The same it was, not pale, but white as snow 
Which on the tops of hills in gentle flakes 
Falls in a calm, or as a man that takes 
Desired rest, as if her lovely sight 
Were clos'd with sweetest sleep, after the spright 
Was gone. If this be that fools call to die, 
Death seem'd in her exceeding fair to be. 



ANNE BRADSTREET. 

ri* irnlh Mint, taleig iprang up in Amrrka, or Stvtral 
Pttmt, eompiltd u>iM grtal tm/rielg of oil and Itamitif, 
fail tf itlighl i vAffrnn eipmialln it eonlaimd, j-e. ■ ■ ■ 
mho a Dialagut behreea Old England and Ntw, nxi. 
\ing the loll irotiblri, trilA divert other pUaianl 
•trietu ponu. Bg a genlUirotmn in tKmt parU. 
ufon, IZne, 1650, It the proilurtiun of Anne Brad. 

The writer of iht preface iiiformn ui, iliai he hu pub- 
Xabti tbe volume without hrr knowled^, being kp. 
fveheniiTe thai her poem*, uf <rh[ch " divert had 
gMtm Hmie Katlered papen," might be wnl inlo ibe 
world ID an Imperfect slate. He alio telli iia, " Ihrae 
pocmt arc the fruit but of aume houn curtailed from 
hCT ftleep and other rvfreshmenti/' 

Pbillpi in the TbeaU Poet, gives the title of her work. 
th« liusnnry nf which, he wys, in mil yM wholly 



from 



called Spring. 



Now px» the plnii^linian to Ins nieny toil, 
For to unloose hi§ wiuler-locked suil ; 
TV trcdsinaii now dolh lavish out his grsin. 
In hope the more he ca»l», Ihtr more to ^in: 
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The gardener now superfluous branches lops. 
And poles erects, for his green clambering hops : 
Now digs, then sows, his herbs, his flowers, and 

roots, 
A|id carefully manures his trees of fruits. 
The Pleiades their influence now give,. 
And all that seem'd as dead afresh do live. 
The croaking frogs, whom nipping winter kill'd, 
Like birds, now chirp, and hop about the field ; 
The nightingale, the blackbird, and the thrush, 
Now tune their lays, on sprays of every bush : 
The wanton frisking kids, and soft-fleeced lambs, 
Now jump and play, before their feeding dams, 
The tender tops of budding grass they crop. 
They joy in what they have, but more in hope ; 
For the' the frost hath lost his binding power. 
Yet many a fleece of snow, and stormy shower. 
Doth darken Sol's bright face, makes us remember 
The pinching Nor- west cold of fierce December. 
My second month is April, green, and fair, 
Of longer days, and a more temperate air ; 
The Sun now keeps his posting residence 
in Taurus' sign, yet hasteth straight from thence ; 
For tho' in's running progress he doth take' 
Twelve houses of the oblique Zodiack, 
Yet never minute btill was known to stand. 
But only once at Joshua's strange command ; 
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This U the month whose fruitful showers produces 
All plants, and flowers, for all delights and uses ; 
The pear, the plum, and apple-tree, now flourish. 
And gnas grows long, the tender lambs to noufiih ; 
The primnwe pale, and azure violet, 
Among the verduous grass hath nature set, 
Thai when the sun (on 's love) the earth doth shine, 
Tliese might, as lace, set out her garments fine ; 
The fearful bird his little house now builds, 
In trees, and walls, in cities, and in fields; 
The outside strong, the inside warm and neat, 
A natural artiReer complete. 
The clocking hen, her chipping brood now leads. 
With wings, and beak, defends them from the 

gleads. 
My next, and last, is pleasant fruitful May, 
Wherein the earth is clad in rich array ; 
The Sun now enters loving Gemini, 
And heala us with tlie glances of his eye. 
Our winter raiment makes ua lay aside 
l««t by his fen'or we be terrified ; 
All flowers before tlie sun-beams now discloses, 
Eicept the double pinks, and matchless roses. 
Xow swarms the busy, bu/zing, honey-bee. 
Whose praise deserves a page from more than me. 
Tlie cleanly huswives' dairy now's i' llv" prime, 
il« Selves, and Grkins fiU'd for winter time. 
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The meads with cowdip, honeysackle 's dight, 
One hangs his head, the other stands upright. 
Bat both rejoice at th' heaven's clear smiling face. 
More at her showers, which water them a space. 
For fruits, my season 3^ds, the early cherry, 
The hasty pease, and wholesome red strawberry. 



Epitaph for Queen Elizabeth. 

Here sleeps the Queen ; this is the royal bed, 
O' th' damask rose, sprung from the white and red, 
Whose sweet perfume fills the all-filling air. 
This Rose is vrither'd, once so lovely fair ; 
On neitl^er tree did gprow such rose before. 
The greater was our gain, our loss the more. 



ANONYMOUS AUTHORESS. 

The foUowing eztnct is made from a imall Tohime iu the 
Britith Mnaeum, entitled £/ijM*« Babet^ or the Virgin* t 
QgMng^ being dhlne poenu amd metUiaiiofU'^writien 
bg m Uu^j who on/y tfftirM to athanee the glory of 
God mmd not her own. London, 13aio. 1653. 



To my Husband, 

When from the world I shall be taen, 
And from earth's necessary pain, 
Then let no blacks be worn for me, 
Not in a ring, my dear, by thee. 
But this bright diamond, let it be 
Worn in rememberance of me. 
And when it sparkles in your eye. 
Think 'tis my shadow passeth by. 
For why, more bright you shall me see, 
Than that or any gem can be. 
Dress not the house with sable weed, 
As if there were some dismal deed 
Acted to be when I am gone, 
There is no cause for me to mourn. 
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And let no badge of herald be 
The sign of my antiquity. 
It waft my glory I did spring 
From heaven's eternal powerful King ; 
To his bright palace heir am I, 
It is his promise^ he'll not lie. 
By my dear brother pray lay me^ 
It waA a promise made by thee. 
And now I must bid thee adieu. 
For I'm a parting now from you. 



ANN COLWNS 

Wrote Divine songs and medttations^ 1853. 



SONG. 



The Winter being over,' 

In order comes the Spring, 

Which doth green herbs discover, 

And cause the birds to sing. 

The night also expired. 

Then comes the morning bright, 

Which is so much desired 

By all that love the light. 

This may learn 

Them that mourn. 

To put their grief to flight: 

The Spring succeedeth Winter, 

And day must follow night. 

He therefore that sustaineth 
Affliction or distress. 
Which every member paineth, 
And findeth no release : 



62 ANN COLLINS. 

Let such therefore deq^ir not. 
Bat on firm hope depend. 
Whose griefs immortal are not. 
And therefore must have end. 
They that fidnt 
With complaint * 
Therefore are to Uame : 
They add to theur afflictions^ 
And amplify the same. 

For if they could with patience 
Awhile possess the mind, 
By inward consolations^ 
They mi^t refreshing find. 
To sweeten all their crosses, 
That little time they 'dure : 
So might they gain by losses. 
And sharp would sweet procure. 
But if the mind 
Be inclined 
To unquietness, 
That only may be called 
The worst of all distresR. 

He that is melancholy, 
Detesting all delight, 
His wits by sottish folly 
Are ruinated quite. 
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Sad discontent and murmurs 
To him are incident : 
Were he possest of honours, 
He could not be content. 
Sparks of joy 
Fly away, 

Floods of care arise ; 
And all delightful motions 
In the conception dies. 

But those that are contented, 

However things do fall. 

Much anguish is prevented. 

And they soon freed from all. 

They finish all their labours 

With much felicity. 

Their joy in trouble savours 

Of perfect piety. 

Cheerfulness 

Doth express 

A settled pious mind ; 

Which is not prone to grudging, 

From murmuring refin'd. 



MARY MORPETH, 

'* A Scotch Poetess, and a friend of thb Poet Dnimmond, 
of whom, besides many other things in. Poetry, she 
hath a large fncoiiNiiiii in verse.**— 7*A«a/rtim 
Poeiarum. 

To the above account of this lady I can add no particulars. 



To William Dbummond ofHmtthomden. 

(Prefixed to his Poems, 1656.) 

I NEVER rested on the Muses* bed, 

Nor dipt my quill in the Thessalian fountain, 

My rustic Muse was rudely fostered, 

And flies too low to reach the double mountain. 

Then do not sparks with your bright suns compare, 
Perfection in a woman's work is rare ; 
From an untroubled mind should verses flow ; 
My discontents makes mine too muddy show ; 
And hoarse encumbrances of household care, 
Where these remain the Muses ne'er repair. 
If thou dost extol her hair. 
Or her ivory forehead fair. 
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Or those ttan wboM bright reflexion 
Thralls thy heart in sweet subjection : 
Or when to display thou seeks 
The snow-mixt roses on her cheeks. 
Or those rubies soft and sweet. 
Oyer those pretty rows that meet : 
The Chian painter as asham'd 
Hides his picture so far fam'd ; 
And the queen he carr'd it by 
With a blush her face doth dye, 
Since those lines do limn a cvtature. 
That so far surpass'd her feature. 
When thou shew'st how fkirest Ffera 
Prankt with pride the banks of Ora, 
So thy verse her streams doth honour, 
Strangers grow enamour'd on her ; 
All the swans that swim in Po 
Would their native brooks forego, 
And as loathing Phoebus' beams 
Long to bathe in cooler streams. 
Tree-tum'd Daphne would be seen 
In her groves to flourish green, 
And her boughs would gladly spare 
To frame a garland for thy hair, 
That fairest nymphs with finest fingers 
May thee crown the best of singers. 

F 
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But when thy Muse dissolv'd in showers- 
Wails that peerless Prince of ours, 
Cropt by too untimely fate. 
Her mourning doth exasperate 
Senseless things to see thee moan^ 
Stones do weep, and trees do groan^ 
Birds in air, fishes in flood, 
Beasts in field forsake their food ; 
The Nymphs foregoing all their bowers 
Tear the chaplets deckt with flowers; 
Sol himself with misty vapour 
Hides from earth his glorious taper. 
And as mov'd to hear thee plain. 
Shews his grief in showers of rain. 

Mary Morpeth of Oxlie. 



PRINCESS ELIZABETH, 

(QUEKX or BOHEMIA,) 



Born \SH7, died 16GL>, 



•Was the daughter of Jaine:* I. 



Verses by the Princess Eliza beth, given to 
Lord Harrington , of Exton, her Preceptor, 

I From the Nujfn* Antiqusp.] 
1. 

This is joy, this is true pleasure, 
If we best things make our treasure. 
And enjoy them at fufl leisure, 
Evermore in richest measure. 



* 



2. 

God is only excellent. 

Let up to him our love be sent, 

* Mr. David Laing informs me that he possesses a 
Virgil which once tielonged to this amiable princess, and 
in which slie has written the parallel paasafn from 
Theocritus. 
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Whose desires are set or bent 
On ought else, shall much repent. 

3. 

Theirs is a most wretched case, 
Who themselves so far disgrace, 
That they their affections place 
Upon things nam'd vile and bas^. 

4. 

Let us love of heaven receive, 
These are joys our hearts will heave 
Higher than we can conceive, 
And shall us not fail nor leave. 



5. 

Earthly things do fade, decay, 
Constant to us not one day ; 
Suddenly they pass away. 
And we can not make them stay. 

6. 

All the vast world doth contain, 
To content man's heart, are vain^ 
That still justly will complain, 
And unsatisfied remain. 



QUKKN OF BOHEMIA. 
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7. 

Gody meet holy, high, and great, 
Our delight doth make complete ; 
When in us he takes his seat, 
Only then we are replete. 

8. 

Why should vain joys us transport, 
Earthly pleasures are but short, 
And are mingled in such sort. 
Griefs are greater than the sport. 

9. 

And regard of this yet have. 
Nothing can from death us save. 
Then we must into our grave. 
When we most are pleasure's slave* 

10. 

By long use our souls will cleave 
To the earth ; then it we leave ; 
Then will cruel death bereave. 
All the joys that we receive. 
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11. 

Thence they go to hellish flame, 
Ever tortur'd in the same, 
With perpetual blot of name, 
Flout, reproach and endless shame : 

12. 

Torment not to be exprest, 
But, O then ! how greatly blest. 
Whose desires are whole addrest 
To the heavenly things and best. 

13. 

Thy afl'eclions shall increase, 
Growing forward without cease, 
Even until thou diest in peace, 
And enjoyest eternal ease. 

14. 

When thy heart is fullest fraught 
With heaven's love, it shall be caught 
To the place it lov'd and sought. 
Which Christ's precious blood hath bought. 
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15. 

Joys of those which there shall dwell, 
No heart can think, no tongue can tell; 
Wonderfully they excell, 
Those thy soul will fully swell. 

16. 

Are these things indeed even so ? 
Do 1 certainly them know, 
And am I so much mv foe, 
To remain yet dull and slow ? 

17. 

Doth not that surpassing joy. 
Ever freed from all annoy, 
Me inflame? and quite destroy 
Love of every earthly toy ? 

18. 

O how frozen is my heart ! 
O ray soul, how dead thou art ! 
Thou, O God, we may impart, 
Vain is human strength and art. 
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19. 

O my Qod ! for Christ his sake, 
Quite from me this dullness ttke ; 
Cause me earth's love to forsake, 
And of heaven my realm to make* 

20. 

If early thanks I render thee, 
That thou hast enlightened me 
With such knowledge that I see 
What things most behoveful be ; 

21. 

That I hereon meditate, 
That desire, I find (tho' late) 
To prize heaven at higher rate, 
And these pleasures vain to hate ; 

22. 

O enlighten more my sight. 
And dispell my darksome night. 
Good Lord, by thy heavenly light. 
And thy beams most pure and bright. 



ftU&JCN OF BOUEUIA. 
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23. 

Since in me such thoughts are scant, 
Of thy grace repair my want, 
Often meditations grant. 
And in me more deeply plant. 

24. 

Work of wisdom more desire, 
Grant I may with holy ire 
Slight the world, and me inspire 
With thy love to be on Hre. 

25. 

What care I for lolly place. 
If the Lord grant me his grace. 
Shewing me his pleasant face. 
And with joy I end my race. 

26. 

This is only my desire. 
This doth set my heart on fire, 
That I might receive my hire. 
With the saints* and angels* quire. 



PMXCESS ELIZABETH, 



27. 

O my sout of heavenly birth, 
Do tfaou scorn this basest earth. 
Place not here thy joy and mirth, 
Where of bliss is greatest dearth. 



From below thy mind remove. 
And affect the things above : 
Set thy heart and fix thy love 
Where thou truest joys shalt prove. 



If I do love things on high. 
Doubtless them enjoy shall 1, 
Earthly pleasures if I try. 
They pursued faster fly. 

30. 

O Lord, glorious, yet most kind. 
Thou hast these thoughts put in r 



o thee more firmly b 
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31. 

To God glory, thanks, and praise, 
I will render all my days, 
Who hath blest me many vrays, 
Shedding on me gracious rays. 

32. 

To me grace, O Father, send^ 
On thee wholly to depend. 
That all may to thy glory tend ; 
So let me live, so let me end. 



33. 

Now to the true Eternal King, 
Not seen with human eye, 
Th* immortal, only wise, true God 
Be praise perpetually ! 



KATHERINE PHILIPS, 

Bom 1«31. died UI64, 

Known an a poetess by the name of Oiinda, was the 
daughter of John Fowles of Bucklenboiy, a London 
merchant. She married James Philips of the Priory, 
of Cardigan; nor did her devotion to the Muses 
(which had shewn itself at an early age) prevent her 
from discharging, in the most exemplary manner, the 
duties of domestic life. Her poems, which had been 
dispersed among her friends in manuscript, were first 
printed without her knowledge or consent ; and the 
circumstance is said to have occasioned a fit of illness 
to the sensitive authoress. To this amiable woman 
Jeremy Taylor addressed a Discourse on the Nature, 
Offices, and Measures of Friendship, with Rules for 
conducting it: she is praised more than once by 
Dryden; and her death, caused by the small-pox, 
was mourned by Cowley in a long Pindaric. 

The verses of Orinda appear to have been hastily composed : 
if they do not frequently gleam with poetry, they are 
generaUy impr^nated with thought. 



Against Pleasure, 
AN ODE. 



There's no such thing as pleasure here, 
^Tig all a perfect cheat, 
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Which does but shine and disappear. 

Whose charm is but deceit; 
The empty bribe of yielding souls, 
Which first betrays, and then controuls. 

Tis true, it looks at distance fair. 

But if we do approach. 
The fruit of Sodom will impair. 

And perish at a touch ; 
It being than in fancy less. 
And we expect more than possess. 

For by our pleasures we are cloy'd. 

And so desire is done ; 
Or else, like rivers, they make wide 

The channels where they run ; 
And either way true bliss destroys. 
Making us narrow, or our joys. 

We covet pleasure easily, 

But ne'er true bliss possess ; 
For many things must make it be, 

But one may make it less. 
Nay, were our state as we could chuse it, 
Twould be consum'd by fear to lose it. 
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' What art thou then, thou winged air. 

More weak jond swift than fame? 
Whose next succeMor is despair. 

And its attendant shame. 
The experiene'd-prince then reason had. 
Who said of pleasure '^ it is mad.'' 



To Lady Elizabeth Boyle, ringing a Song 
of which Obinda wa$ the Author. 

Subduing fair! what will you win, 

To use a needless dart ? 
Why then so many to take in 

One undefended heart ? 

I came exposed to all your charms, 
'Gainst which, the first half hour, 

I had no will to take up arms, 
And in the next, no power. 

How can you choose but win the day ? 

Who can resist your siege ? 
Who in one action know the way 

To vanquish and oblige ? 
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Your voice, which caih^in melting strains 

Teach beauty to be blind. 
Confines me yet in stronger chains, 

By being soil and kind. 

Whilst you my trivial fancy sing. 

You it to wit refine. 
As leather once stamp'd by a king 

Became a current coin. 

By this my verse is sure to gain 

Eternity with men, 
Which by your voice it will obtain, 

Though never by my pen. 

I'd rather in your favour live. 

Than in a lasting name, 
And a much greater rate would give 

For happiness than fame. 



To my Antenor, March 16, 1660-1 

Mv dear Antenor, now give o'er, 
For my sake talk of graves no more ; 
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Death if not in cmr power to gain. 

And is both wish'd and fear'd in vam. 

Let's be as angry as we will, 

Grief sooner may distract than kill. 

And the unhappy often prove 

Death is as coy a thing as love. 

Those whose own sword their death did give, 

Afraid were, or asham'd, to live ; 

And by an act so desperate. 

Did poorly run away from fate ; 

Tis braver much t' outride the storm, 

Endure its rage, and shun its harm ; 

Affliction nobly undergone. 

More greatness shews than having none. 

But yet the wheel in turning round, 

At last may lifl us from the ground, 

And when our fortune's most severe. 

The less we have, the less we fear. 

And why should we that grief permit. 

Which cannot mend nor shorten it? 

Let's wait for a succeeding good, 

Woes have their ebb as well as flood : 

And since the parliament have rescu*d you, 

Believe that providence will do so too. 



KATHEBINE PHILIPS. Qf 



A Country Life. 



How sacred aind how innocent 

A country-life appears, 
How free from tumult, discontent, 

From flattery or fears ! 

Thi» was the first and happiest life, 
When man enjo/d himself; 

Till pride exchanged peace for strife, 
And happiness for pelf. 

Twas here the poets were inspired, 

Here taught the multitude ; 
The hrave they here with honour fir'd, 

And ciyiliz'd the rude. 

That golden age did entertain 

No passion but of love : 
The thoughts of ruling and of gain 

Did ne'er their fancies move. 

None then did envy neighbour's wealth, 
Nor plot to wrong his bed : 
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Happy in friencUhip and in health, 
On rooti, not beasts, they fed. 

They knew no Uw nor physic then. 

Nature wfu all their wit : 
And if thefe yet IeD»^n to mes 

Content, laie this, is it. 

What blessings doth this wodd afiM 

To tempt or bribe desire ? 
Her courtship is all fire and awoid. 

Who would not then retire ? 

Then welcome, dearest solitude. 

My great felicity ; 
Though some are pleas'd to call tliM rude. 

Thou art not so, but we. 

Them that do covet only rest, 

A cottage will suffice : 
It is not brave ti> be poisest 

Of earth, but to despise. 

Opinion is the rate of things, 

Prom hence our peace doUi flow; 

1 have a better fate than kings. 
Because I think it so. 
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When all the stormy world doth roar 

How uDCOncem'd am I? 
I cannot fear to tumble lower 

Who never could be high. 

Secure in these unenvy'd walls 

I think not on the state. 
And pity no man's case that falls 

From his ambition's height. 

Silence and innocence are safe; 

A heart that's nobly true 
i^t all these little arts can laugh 

That do the world subdue. 

While others revel it in state 

Here I'll contented sit, 
And think I have as good a fate 

As wealth and pomp admit. 

Let some in courtship take delight, 

And to th' Exchange resort ; 
Then revel out a winter's night, 

Not making love but sport. 

These never know a noble flame, 
'Tis lust, scorn, or design : 



u_ X 




KATHKEINE FHILIFS. 

While vanity pUys all their game, 
Let peace and honour mine. 

When the inriting aprii^ ^;>peaii. 
To Hyde-Patk let them go. 

And liasting thence be fuU of fears 
To lose Spring-Garden show. 

Let others (nobler) seek to gain 
In knowledge happy fate. 

And others busy them in vain 
To study ways of state. 

But 1 resolved from within. 

Confirmed from without. 
In privacy intend to spin 

My future minutes out. 

And from this hermitage of mine, 

I banish all wild toys, 
And nothing that is not divine 

Shall dare to tempt my joys. 

There are below but two things good, 

Friendship and Honesty, 
And only those of all I would 

Ask for felicity. 
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In this retir'd and humble seat, 
Free from both war and strife, 

I am not forc'd to make retreat^ 
But chuse to spend my life. 




FRANCES BOOTHBY 

Lind in tlu retgn of Cbuto IL and ww aHaui to Ltdf 
. YUB, at Huringtwi, la WocMMMihln, u we Imiv 
bwn tha didloBtlen of lh« tnly plMO iba hM writtaa, 
a pUy caUad JTamAa, 1«70. 



You powerful Oods, if I muBt be 
An injur'd offerii^ to Love's deity, 
Orant my revenge, this plague on men, 
That women ne'er may love again. 
Then III with joy submit unto my fate, 
Which by your justice gives th«r empire date. 



Depose that proud insulting boy. 

Who most is pleas'd when he can moat destroy ; 

let the world no longer govem'd be 

By such a blind and childish Deity ! 
For if you Oods be in your power severe. 
We shall adore you, not from love, but fear. 



FRANCES BOOTH BY. 
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3. 

But if you'll his divinity maintain. 

O'er men, false men, confine his tort'ring reign ; 

And when their hearts love's greatest torments 

prove, 
Let that not pity, but our laughter move. 
Thus scom'd and lost to all their wishes aim, 
Let Rage, Despair, and Death, then end their 
flame. 




MARGARET, DUTCHESS OF 
NEWCASTLE, 



WMbam U St. Jalm'i near CotdiwHr, tiioat tlu and of 
tlie nlgn of JamM die Pint, uid wai thB Toangen 
d«uglitar of Sir Charlet Lucm. From her Infkner ihe 
had an indinatioii (o itudy, aad waa educated by bar 
mother with very great care. Having been appointed 
one of the maid) of hoiunir to HenrieltB MaHa, ihe 
attended that Que«n, daring the trouble*, to her native 
coonlry t and having met with the M ar^i of Ner- 
caitle at Parii, ihe there became hit wife, in 1C46. 
Her lord, loon after their marriage, fixed hii reti. 
dence at Antwerp, and found her a moat faithful and 
affectionate companion of hit long and honourable 
exile. At the Reatoration, they retnmed to England, 

The labourt of no modem antho rcti cnn be eompared, m 
to quantity, with thoK of onr indefatigdile Dntcheaa, 
whohaa filled nearly twelve vdumea f<dio with playi, 
pooni, oiatlont, philoaophical ditoourtet, ftc. Her 
wrltingt thew that the poaieated a mind of OMaiderable 
power and activity, with mudi imagination, but not 
one particle of judgment or taite. According to 
Langfaaine, the language and plota of her playt 
(nineteen in number, and lome of them in two partt) 
are entirely her own. 
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once Wiipole has exertpd all his wit to make her and 
the Duke, who uted to assiii Jier in faor compinitions, 
■ppemr aa ridiciiliHJH aK poartililf. 



Off he Theme of love. 

O LovB, how thou art tired out with rhyme ! 
Thoa art a tree whereon all poets climb ; 
Aiul from thy branches every one takes somu 
Of thy s¥reet fruit, which Fancy feeds upon. 
But now thy tree is tefl so bare and poor, 
That they can hardly gather one plumb more 



Thr Poitime and Hecreatwn of' the Qufeii 
i(f Fairies, in Fairy-land, the Cenire of 
thf Earth. 

I Thi* Poem bu been more than iince repHnied, (ihe tut 
time, I believe, in Park't edition nT Walpole'a R. and 
N. Authors, ) bulconniilenibly curtailrd from it* original 
aoiu. It ia Kiren here a* it standi in the Dutcheu'* 
Panu atui Faaciti, lOfiS ; and, perha]», it H-aiild l>e 
dificull to point out B Fompoaitiun, wliidi uinlaiiu * 
tDOTP ntraordinary mixture of imaio nation and cntne 
abnirdily. 

In the Britiih Muieutn i* a copy uT ih> Penu anif 
Faneiri, witli MS. doim by ttw anthom^ vhidi are 



', DDTCBEM OF MEWCABTLK. 

QModmBd In th« Cauldgne, bat ■» nalthw aua)', 
ncr oariooa : ^uj occMtonally infbno ib, An* Km* 
My lord im->(.] 

Where tbis queen Mab, and all her fairy fry. 

Are dancing on a pleasant mole-hill high ; 

With fine Bmall straw-pipea BweetHiuic's pleasure, 

By which they do keep just time and meuun ; 

All hand in hand, around, around, 

They dance upon thii fairy groond. 

And when the Queen leaYes off to dance 

She calls for all her atUndants, 

Her Wwait on unto a bower, 

Where she doth sit under a flower, 

To shade her from the mDonshine bright. 

Where Gnats do sing for her delight ; 

Some high, some low, some tenor strain, 

Making a concert very plain. 

The while the Bat doth fly about, 

To keep in order all the rout: 

And with her wings she strikes them hard, 

Because no noise- there should be heard. 

She on a dewy leaf doth bathe. 

And as she sits, the leaf doth wave. 

There, like a new-faH'n flake of snow, 

Doth her white limbs in beauty shew. 

Her garments fair her maids put on, 

Made of the pure light from the sun ; 
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From whence such coburs ahe inihades. 

In every object she invades. 

Then to her diiineT she ^pee straight, 

Where every one in order wait ; 

And on a mushroom lliere i» spread 

A cover fine of Spider's web. 

And for her stool a thistle-down. 

And for her cup an acorn's crown. 

Wherein strong nectar there i» fiU'H 

That from sweet flowers is distillM. 

Flies of all sorts, both fat and good. 

Partridge, snipes, quails, and poult, her food. 

Pheasants, larks, cocks, or any kind. 

Both wild and tame, you there may find. 

Amelets made of anta-eggs new. 

Of these high meats she eats but few. 

Her milk comes from the dormouse udder, 

Making fresh cheese, cream, and butter; 

This milk doth make many a fine knack. 

When they fre^ ani's-e^« therein crack. 

Both pudding, custards, and seed-cake, 

A» bet skill'd cook knows how to make. 

To sweeten them the bee doih brin^ 

Pure honey galher'd by hei sting ; 

But for her guard sen'cs grosser iiient. 

On stall-fed dormouse ihevdo eat. 
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When din'd, she colls to take the air, 
In coBch, which is a nut-shell bir; 
Lin'd soft it is, and rich within. 
Made of a glistering adder's skin. 
And there six crickets draw her fost. 
And she a journey takes in haste ; 
Or else two serves to pace around. 
And trample on the furj ground. 
To hawk sometimes she takes del^t, 
Which is a hornet swift for flif^t. 
Whose horns do serve for talons strong;. 
To gripe the partridge fly among. 
But if she will a hunting go. 
Then she the Itzzard makes the doe : 
They are so swift, and fleet in chace, 
As her slow coach can never pace. 
Then on grass-hopper doth she ride, 
Who gallops far in forest wide. 
Her bow is of a willow branch, 
To shoot the lizzard on the haunch. 
Her arrow sharp, much like a blade 
Of a rosemary leaf is made. 
Thep honie she's called by the cock. 
Who ghres her warning what's a clock. 
And when the Moon doth hide her head. 
Their day is done, so goeth to bed. 
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Meteors do serve, when they are bright, 
As torches do, to give her light. 
Glow-worms for candles are light up. 
Set on her table, while she sup. 
And in her chamber they are plac'd, 
Not fearing how the tallow waste. 
But women that inconstant are by kind. 
Can never in one place content their mind. 
For she her chariot calls, and will away. 
To upper earth, impatient is of stay. 



The Funeral of Calamity. 

Calamity was laid on Sorrow's hearse. 
And coverings had of melancholy verse ; 
Compassion, a kind friend, did mourning go, 
And tears about the corpse, as flowers, strow ; 
A gariand of deep sighs by Pity made. 
Upon Calamity's sad corpse was laid ; 
Bells of complaints did ring it to the grave, 
Poets a monument of fame it gave. 
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Mirth and Metancholy. 

As I was musing; by myielf alone, 

My thoughts braugfat serend things to woric upon : 

At last came two, which dtreraely were drest, 

One Helancholy, t'other Mirth ezprest ; 

Here Melancholy stood in Uack anmy. 

And Mirth was all in coloun fresh and gay. 

Mirth. 

Mirth laughing came, and running to me, flung 
Her fat white arms about my neck, there hung, 
Embrac'd and Iciss'd me oft, and atroak'd my 

cheek, 
Saying, she would no other lover seek ; 
111 sing you songe, and please yon every day, 
Invent new vgottx to paw the time away ; 
I 'U keep your heart, and guard it from that thief, 
Dull Melancholy, Care, or sadder Grief, 
And make your eyes with Mirth to overflow ; 
With springing blood your cheeks soon fat shall 

grow; 
Your legs shall nimble be, your body light. 
And all your spirits, like to birds in flight. 
Mirth shall digest your meat, and make you strong. 
Shall give you health, and your short days prolong; 
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Refute me not. bat laLr me to your wife ; 
For 1 A«U isake you happy all your life. 
But Melancholy, the will make you leaoj 
Your cheeks (hail hoUow ^row. your jaws be »een; 
Your eyes shall buried be within your head. 
And look ac pale as if you were quite dead ; 
Shell make you start al every noise you hear, 
And visions strange shall lo your eyes appear; 
Thus would it be, if you to hei were wed. 
Nay, bMter far it were that you were dead. 
Her voice i* low, and gives an hollow sound. 
She hatM the light, and is in darkness found ; 
Or sits with Uinking; lamps, or lapers small. 
Which Tarious shadows make against the wall. 
Shu loves nought ebe but noise which diKord 

inake». 
A> croaking tro'g^, whose dwelling is tu lakes ; 
The raven's hoarse, the mandrake's hollow groan. 
And shrieking owlc, which Hy i' th' night alorte : 
The tolling bell, whbh for the dead rings out: 
A mdl, where mshing waters nin abovit ; 
The roaiing winds, which shake the cedars tall, 
Phnigli up the seas, and beat the rocks withal. 
She loves lo walk in the still nioonihine night. 
And in a thick dark H;rove she lakes delight ; 
In hollow caves, thatch 'd houses, and low cells, 
She loves to live, and there rtlone sh* dwdls. 



1 




9« UAR6ASBT, DITTCHKafl Ot NKWCABTLB. 

Then leave her to herself alone to dwell-. 
Let you and I in Mirth and Pleunre sirell, 
And drink long lusty dranfi^ti from Bacchus' boirii 
Until mil brains on vaporous waves do roll ; 
Let's joy ourselves in amorous deligbts; 
There's none so happy as the caq>et knighta. 

Then Melancholy, with sad and sober lace. 
Complexion pale, but of a comely grace. 
With modest countenance thus softly spake; 
May I BO happy be your love to take ? 
True, 1 am dull, yet by me you shall know 
More of yourself, and so much wiser grow ; 
I search the depth and bottom of mankind. 
Open the eye of ignorance that's blind ; 
All dangers to avoid I watch with care. 
And do 'gainst evils that may come prepare ; 
I hang not on inconstant fortune's wheel, 
Nor yet with unre&olving doubts do reel ; 
1 shake not with the tenors of vain fears. 
Not is my mind fill'd with unuseful cares; 
1 do not spend my time like idle Mirth, 
Which only happy is just at her birth ; 
And seldom lives go long as to be old. 
But if she doth, can no affections hold ; 
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Slirth good for nothing is, like weeds doth grow. 
Or such plants as cause madness, reason's foe. 
Hef face with laughter crumples on a heap. 
Which makes great wrinkles, and ploughs I'urrows 

deep; 
Her eyes do water, and her skin turns red, 
Her mouth doth gape, teeth bare, like one that's 

dead: 
She fulsome is, and gluts the senses all. 
Offers herself, and comes before a call ; 
Her house is built upon the golden sands. 
Yet no foundation has, whereon it stands : 
A palace 'tis, and of a great resort, 
ft makes a noise, and gives a loud report. 
Vet underneath the roof disasters lie. 
Beat down the house, and many klH'd thereby: 
I dwell in groves that gilt are with the sun, 
Sii on the banks by which clear waters run ; 
In summers hot down in a shade 1 lie. 
My music is the buzzing of a fly ; 
I walk in meadows, where grows fresh green grass, 
In fields, where com is high, I often pass : 
Walk up the hills, where round I prospects see, 
Some brushy woods, and some all chauipains be; 
Returning hack. 1 in fresh pastures go. 
To hear how sheep do bleat, and eowa do low ; 
In winter cold, when nipping frosts come on. 
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nien I do live in a unall house alone ; 
Altho' 'tis plain, yet cleanly 'tis within. 
Like to a soul that's pure and clear from sin ; 
And there I dwell in quiet and still peace. 
Not fill'd with cares how riches to increase ; 
I wish nor seek for vain and fruitless pleasures, 
No riches are, but what the mind mtreasures. 
Thus am I solitary, live alone. 
Yet better lov'd, the more that I am known ; 
And tho' my face ill-favour'd at first sight, 
After acquaintance it will give delight. 
Refuse me not, for I shall constant be, 
Maintain your credit and your dignity. 



ANNE KILLEGREW, 

died 168ft. 

Thi« Tery aooomplished young woman, whom Dryden has 
immortaliaed, was the daughter of Dr. Henry Kille- 
grew, master of the Savoy, and one of the prebendaries 
ai Westminster. She was maid of honour to the 
Dotchess of York ; and died of the small-pox in her 
twenty-fifth year. 

Of her poetical compositions, the thin qoarto published 
after her death contains some pleasing specimens ; and 
her portrait p refi x ed to it, a menotint from a picture 
by hersdf, is at once a proof of her beauty and of 
her skill in painting. 



The Complaint of a Lover. 

Sbb'st thou yonder craggy rock, 
Whose head overlooks the swelling main. 

Where never shepherd fed his flock. 
Or careful peasant sow'd his grain ? 

No wholesome herb grows on the same. 

Or bird of day will on it rest ; 
'Tis barren as the hopeless flame, 

That scorches my tormented breast. 
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Deep undemeath a cave does lie, 
Th' entnmce hid with dismal yew. 

Where Phflebos ne^r shew'd his eye. 
Or cheerful day yet pierced through. 

In that dark melancholy cell, 

. (Retreat and solace to my woe,) 
Love, sad despair, and I, do dwdl, 
Tlie springs from whence my gprieft do flow. 

Treacherous love that did appear, 

(When he at first approach'd my heart,) 

Drest in a garb far from severe. 

Or threatening ought of future smart. 

So innocent those charms then seem'd, 

When Rosalinda first I sp/d, 
Ah ! who would them have deadly deem'd ? 

But flowers do often serpents hide. 

Beneath those sweets concealed lay. 

To love the cruel foe, disdain, 
With which (alas) she does repay 

My constant and deserving pain. 

When I in tears have spent the night, 
With sighs I usher in the sun. 
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Wlio never- saw a sadder sight 
In all the courses he has run. 

Sleep, which to others ease does prove, 

Comes unto me, alas in vain ; 
For in my dreams I am in love, 

And in them too she does disdain. 

Sometimes, t' amuse my sorrow, I 

Unto the hollow rocks repair, 
And loudly to the echo cry. 

Ah ! gentle nymph, come ease my care. 

Thou who, times past, a lover wert. 

Ah ! pity me, who now am so. 
And by a sense of thine own smart. 

Alleviate my mighty woe. 

€k)me flatter then, or chide my grief; . 

Catch my last words, and call me fool ; 
Or ny she loves for my relief; 

My passion either soothe, or school. 



U^pom the saying thai my Verses were made by 

Another. 

Next heaven, my vows to thee, O sacred Muse 1 
I offer'd up, nor didst thou them refuse. 
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Queen of verse, said I, if tkoalt inspirey 
And warm my sod with thy poetic fizei 

No love of gold shall share with thee my heart. 
Or yet aml»tioii in my hreast have part. 
More rich, more noUe I ^riU ever hold 
Hie Muse's lauid than a crown of gold. 
An undivided sacrifice rU lay 
Upon thine altar, soul and body pay ; 
Thou shalt my pleasure, my onployment be. 
My all I '11 make a holocaust to thee. 

The deity that ever does attend 
Prayers so sincere, to mine did condescend. 

1 writ, and the judicious prais'd my pen : 
Could any doubt ensuing glory then ? 

What pleasing raptures fiU'd my ravish'd sense, 
How strong, how sweet. Fame, was thy influence ! 
And thine, false hope, that to my flatter'd sight 
Did'st glories represent so near and bright ! 
By thee deceived, methought each Verdant tree 
Apollo's transform'd Daphne seem'd to be ; 
And every fresher branch, and every bough, 
Appear'd as garlands to empale my brow. 
The leam'd in love say, thus the winged boy 
Does first approach, drest up in welcome joy ; 
At first he to the cheated lover's sight 
Nought represents but rapture and delight. 
Alluring hopes, soft fears, which stronger bind 
Their hearts, than when they more assurance find. 
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Embolden'd thuB, to fame I did commit 
{By some few h&nds) my most unlucky wit. 
But ah, the sad cflecLs that Trom it came ! 
What ought t' have brought me honour, brought 

me shame I 
Like JEaoft'i painted jay, I seem'd to all, 
Adorn 'd in plumes, 1 not my own could call : 
Rifled like her, each one my feathcra tore, 
And, as they thought, unto the owner bore. 
My laureb thus another's brow adorn'd, 
My numbers they ndmii'd, but me they scorn 'd: 
Another's brow, that hod so rich a store 
or sacred wreaths that circled it before; 
Where mine qnite lost (like a small stream that ran 
Into a vast, and boundless ocean,) 
Wu swftllow'd up with what it Join'd, and drown 'd. 
And that abyss yet no accession found. 
Otinda (Albion's and her sex's grace) 
Ow'd not her glory to a beauteous face ; 
It was her radiant soul that shone within, 
Which struck a lustre thro' her outward akin ; 
That did her lips and cheeks with roses dye, 
Advanc'd her height, and sparkled in her eye. 
Nor did her sex at all obstruct her fame, 
But higher 'mong the stars it hu'd her name ; 
What she did write, not only all allow 'd, 
Bui every laurel to her laurel bowd ! 
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The enviouB age, only to me alone. 
Will not allow what I do write my own; 
But let them rage, and 'gainst a maid conspire, 
So deathless numbers from my tuneful lyre 
Do ever flow ; so, PhoBbus, I by thee 
Inspired divinely, and possest may be ; 
I willingly accept Cassandra's fate, 
To speak the troth, altho' believ'd too late. 



ANNE, MARCHIONESS OF WHARTON, 

diedl68B* 

Wm the daughter of Sir Henry Lee, of Ditchley, in 
Oxfordshire, and first wife of Thomas Wharton, Esq. 
afterwards Marquis of Wharton. 

Waller has complimented her poetical powers in two copies 
of verses, and wrote his CatUag qf Divine Poeap in 
oonsequenoe of seeing her paraphrase of the 63d chapter 
of Isaiah. Her effusions (whidi are hut few, and 
scattered in diffierent Miscellanies,) are by no means 
despicable. 



Verses on the Snuff of a Candle y made in sickness. 

Sbe there the taper's dim and doleful light, 
In gloomy waves silently rolb about, 

And represents to my dim weary si^t. 
My light of life almost as near burnt out. 

Ah health ! best part and substance of our joy, 
(For without thee 'tis nothing but a shade,) 

Why dost thou partially thyself employ. 
Whilst thy proud foes as partially invade ? 

What we, who ne'er enjoy, so fondly seek. 
Those who possess thee still, almost despise ; 
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Jo gain immortal gtorj, raise the weak, 
Tauglit by their former want thy worth Id prise. 

Dear, melancholy Mnae I my constant gnide^ 
Chann this coy health back Id my fiuntmg hearty 

Or 111 accuse thee of Tain-glorious pride. 
And swear thou dost but fingn the moving art. 

But why do I upbraid thee, gentle Muse, 
Who for all sorrows mak'st me some amends? 

Alas ! our sickly minds sometimes abuse 
Our best physicians and our dearest friends. 



SONG. 

How hardly I concealed my tears? 

How oft did I complain ? 
When, many tedious days, my fears 

Told me I lov'd in vain. 

But now my joys as wild are grown, 
And hard to be concealed ; 

Sorrow may make a silent moan, 
But joy will be reveal'd. 

I tell it to the bleating flocks, 
To every stream and tree, 
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And bless the hollow murmuring rocks 
For echoing back to me. 

Thus you may see with how much joy 

We want, we wish, believe ; 
Tis hard such passion to destroy, 

But easy to deceive. 



TAYLOR. 



JEToiMb, pnUlilied by Aplurm Bahii, In Itttt^ are tha 
three following plaoeiy ^nade by Mn. TtyloTy'' of 
whom I om giYa no aoconnt. 



SONG. 

Ye virgin powers, defend my heart 
From amorous looks and smiles, 

From saucy Love, or nicer Art, 
Which most our sex beguiles ; 

From sighs, and vows, from aweful fears 

That do to Pity move. 
From speaking silence, and from tears, 

Those springs that water Love. 

But if thro' Passion I grow blind, 

Let Honour be my guide, 
And where frail Nature seems inclined; 

lliere fix a guard of Pride. 
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A heart whose flames are seen tho' pure. 

Needs every Virtue's aid, 
And those who think themselves secure, 

The soonest are betray'd. 



To MERTiLLy who desired her to speak to 
Clorinda of his Love. 

Mertill, tho' my heart should break 

In granting thy desire. 
To cold Clorinda I will speak, 

And warm her with my fire. 

To save thee from approaching harm, 

My death I will obey ; 
To save thee sinking in the storm, 

1 11 cast myself away. 

May her charms equal those of thine. 

No words can e'er express. 
And let her love be great as mine, 

Which thee would only bless ! 

May you still prove her faithful slave 

And she so kind and true. 
She nothing may desire to have, 

Or fear to lose — but you. 
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SONG. 

Strephon hai fSudiioii, wit, and youth, 
With all things elae that please, 

He nothing wants but love and truth, 
To niin me with ease. 

But he is flint, and bean the art 

To kindle strong desire, 
His power inflames another's heart. 

Yet he ne'er feels the £re. 

Alas ! it does my soul perplex, 

When I his charms recall. 
To think he should despise the sex, 

Or what's worse, love 'em all. 

My wearied heart, like Noah's dove. 

In vain may seek for rest. 
Finding no hope to fix my love. 

Returns into my breast. 



APHRA BEHN. 



Tbii celebrated woman, vhoie maiden mime was Johnaon, 
WW bom in the rei^ of Charim the Pint. When 
wtrj yonng, die acnompanied her family to Surinam, 
of which her father (vho died on the Toyago thither) 
had been appointed lieutenunt-goiemor. There she 
became acquainted with Oraanoko, vhnie adventureii 
■he turned into a novel, which afforded materials for 
Southern'i pathetic trtif^y. Having returned la 
Londfm, ihe married Mr. Behn, n merchant of Dutch 
exlranion. She then appeared at nnin ; and »o favnur- 
•hle an amnion did Charlea the Second conceive of her 
■bilide*, that he intruited her with the management of 
•Mne important affairs duriog the Dutch var. She, 
in nMuequcDce, went tu Antverp, where having found 
out the deei^ of the Dutch, to sail up the Thames, 
and bum th« English shtp» in their harboun, she 
oonmianlcsted her diacovery to the British govern- 
ment. Her inttdligence, which the event ihcwed to 
be well grounded, lieing only laughed at, Mra. Behn 
abandoned politioil intrigues, and, returning to Eng- 
land, devoted (be rest of her life to literature. 

Her fame ii chiefiy founded on her plays, in which many 
■, hut which are (carcely ea. 
•ahy thoie of any of her eonlem- 
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occMtonal bloti and Inonutatloni mt tlw nrfine, Imt 
Ibmif an gwentlil and imcptrable porthm of tlw 
eompodtioii. SoaieofliarMiigaaie^irited; thafint 
of tha fJoQowliig ^admflos, had it prooeedad firom tha 
pen of MoovBy woiUd lunra been admired in tha pre- 
lentdaj. 



SONG 
{In Abdelazer, or the Moov^s Revenge)* 

Love in fontastic triumph sat, 

Whilst bleeding hearts around him flow'd. 
For whom fresh pains he did create. 

And strange tyrannic power he shew'd. 
From thy bright eyes he took his fires. 

Which round about in sport he hurl'd ; 
But 'twas from mine he took desires. 

Enough t' undo the amorous world. 

From me he took his sighs and tears. 

From thee his pride and cruelty ; 
From me his languishment and fears, 

And every killing dart from thee : 
Thus thou, and I, the God have arm'd. 

And set him up a deity ; 
But my poor heart alone is harm'd, 

Whilst thine the victor is,, and free. 
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SONG 

{In the Lucky Chance, or an Alderman's Bargain), 

O Love ! that stronger art than wine. 
Pleasing delusion, witchery divine, 
Wont to be priz'd above all wealth, 
Disease that has more joys than health ; 
Tho' we blaspheme thee in our pain, 
And of thy tyranny complain. 
We all are better'd by thy reign. 

What Reason never can bestow, 
We to this useful Passion owe. 
Love wakes the dull from sluggish ease, 
And learns a clown the art to please ; 
Humbles the vain, kindles the cold. 
Makes misers free, and cowards bold. 
Tis he reforms the sot from drink, 
And teaches airy fops to think. 

When full brute Appetite is fed. 

And choak'd the glutton lies, and dead ; 

Thou new spirits dost dispense, 

And fin*st the gross delights of sense. 

Virtue's unconquerable aid. 

That against nature can persuade ; 
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And makes a roving mind retire 
Within the bounds of just desire ; 
Cheerer of age, youth's kind unrest, 
And half the heaven of the blest. 



In Imiiation qf HoBA ex. 

'^■' ' . 

What mean those amorous curls of jet? 

For what heart-ravish'd maid 
Dost thou thy hair in order set, 

Thy wanton tresses braid ? 
And thy vast store of beauties open lay, 
That the deluded fancy leads astray ? 

For pity hide thy starry eyes, 
Whose languishments destroy ; 

And look not on the slave that dies 
With an excess of joy. 

Defend thy coral lips, thy amber breath ; 

To taste these sweets, alas ! is certain death. 

Forbear, fond charming youth, forbear, 

Thy words of melting love ; 
Thy eyeSj thy lang^uage well may spare, 

One dart enough can move. 
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And she that hears thy voicey and sees thy eyes, 
With too much pleasure, too much softness dies. 

Cease, cease, with sighs to warm my soul. 

Or press me with thy hand : 
Who can the kindling fire control, 

The tender force withstand ? 
Thy sighs and touches like winged lightning fly. 
And are the God of Love's artillery. 



Scotch Song. 



When Jemmy first began to love. 

He was the gayest swain. 
That ever yet a flock had drove, 

Or danc'd upon the plain. 
Twas then that I, weys me poor heart. 

My freedom threw away ; 
And finding sweets in every smart, 

I could not say him nay. 

And ever when he talked of love. 
He would his eyes decline ; 

And every sigh a heart would move, 
Gued faith, and why not mine ? 
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He'd preiM my band/and kiss iiofty 

in sflence spoke his flame, 
And whilst he treated me thus soft, 
, 1 wish'd him morie to hbme. 

• 

Sometimes to feed my flocks wkh him 

My Jemmy wdold mviie me ; 
,\.' Where he' the gayest songs would sing. 

On purpose to delig^ me : 
And Jemmy every grace displayed, 

Which were enough, I trow. 
To conquer any princely maid ; 

So did he me^ I vow. 

But now for Jemmy must I mourn, 

Who to the wars must go ; 
His sheep-hook to a sword must tuni ; 

Alack, what shall I do? 
His bag-pipe into warlike sounds 

Must now exchanged be ; 
Instead of bracelets, fearful wounds ; 

Then what becomes of me ? 
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50NG. 

Damon, I cannot blame your will, 
Twas chance, and not design, did kill ; 

For whilst you did prepare your charms. 
On purpose Sylvia to subdue, 
I met the arrows as they flew. 

And sav'd her from their harms. 

Alas ! she cannot make returns. 
Who for a swain already bums, 

A shepherd whom she does caress. 
With all the softest marks of love ; 
And 'tis in vain thou seek'st to move 
. The cruel shepherdess. 

Content thee with this victory, 
Think me as fair and young as she : 

ril make thee garlands all the day. 
And in the groves we'll sit and sing; 
I *11 crown thee with the pride o* the spring 

When thou art lord of Ma v. 
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SONG. 

How strongly does my passion flow. 
Divided equally 'twixt two ? 
Damon had ne'er subdued my heart. 
Had not Alexis took his part; 
Nor could Alexis powerful prove, 
Without my Damon's aid, to gain my love* 

When my Alexis present is, 

Then I for Damon sigh and mourn ; 

But when Alexis L do miss, 

Damon gains nothing but my scorn. 

But if it chance they both are by. 

For both alike I languish, sigh, and die. 

Cure then, thou mighty winged God, 
This restless fever in my blood ; 
One golden-pointed dart take back : 
But which, O Cupid, wilt thou take ? 
If Damon, all my hopes are crost ; 
Or that of my Alexis, I am lost» 
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SONG. 

As wretched, vain, and indiscreet, 

Those matches I deplore, 

Whose bartering friends in council meet 

To huddle in a wedding sheet 

Some miserable pair that never met before. 

Poor love of no account must be, 

Tho' ne'er so fix'd and true : 

No merit but in gold they see ; 

So portion and estate agree, 

No matter what the bride and bridegroom do. 

Curs'd may all covetous husbandp be, 

That wed with such design. 

And curs'd they are ; for while they ply 

Their wealth, some lover by the by 

Reaps the true bliss, and digs the richer min6. 



SONG. 

In vain does Hymen with religious vows 

Oblige his slaves to wear his chains with ease, 

A privilege alone that Love allows ; 
Tis Love alone can make our fetters please. 
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The angry tyrant byi hit yoke on all. 
Yet in his fiercest rage Jaycharming still : 

Officious Hymen comes whene'er we call. 
But haughty Love, comes only ^en he wilL, 



ALICIA D'ANVERS. 

Acadtmia : or^ the HumawM of the Univertity of Oxford^ 
tit iurleeque veree ; by Mrt, Alicia D^Anvert. London^ 
1001,— fomii a thin quarto. 



John gives an account of what he has seen at the 
University to his fellow-servants, 

A Door I spy'd was opeu standings 

I budg*d DO farther than my Band in : 

But by a Scollard I was holp in, 

A civil youth, and a well spoken ; 

We went together up the Stair case. 

Going, till coming to a rare place* 

As thick of Books as one could thatch 'um, 

And Ladders stood about to reach 'um. 

On each side were two round thingsf standing. 

Made so to turn about with handing : 

By onet they knew, as I am told. 

When Weather would be whot or cold, 

What time for setting, and for soumig, 

When to prune Trees the best for growing ; 

* Library. f Two globw. t CelctiiaL 
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By this they make tlie Abmmandkat 

And tw^ty oilier hiu«ter. kiiadis ; : > 

And 'tis by this tkqr conjuie too ilfan, 

Knoymgathk/bommfirmMam. 

So that you'd tlnnk the JQemPt in *nmf 

Oood$ losty or stole again to brings 'nm ; 

And tho* a good wfaik 1 have seen it, 

1 ne'er can coont yon half thatfs in iu 

The other thing* when xonnd it's^nri'd. 

Shows all the roads about the World, 

May find if well you look about, 

There all the Ponds and Rivers out ; 

But that the Schollard was in haste so, 

Hoa wou'd have shewn our House at last too. 

So I went all about the Meeting y 

Some People in their Peters were sittmg^\ 

Tho' but a few, here and there one, 

The Minister not being come ; 

111 sa/t, I long'd to hear the Preaching^ 

I warrant ee, ay, Uwas dainty Teaching. 

I ask'd a young Youth what it mean'd, 

That all them Conjuring Books are chain* d: 

Hoa said they being full of Cunning^ 

It seems would else have been for running ;t 



* Tenrettrisl. f Scholsn at itody. $ OrBtokn. 
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Before they had them Chains^ they say, 

A number of them run away. 

There's such an Oceant still, I wonder'd, 

How they could miss a thousand hundred. 

But that indeed again is something. 

They can know all things by the round thmg. 

As 1 went on, the Folk* that reads, 
Would many times pop up their hectds. 
And douck 'um doMm (may hap) again, 
And these are call'd the Learned Men. 
And look for all the world as frighted. 
But were I to be hang*d, or knighted^ 
I can't imagine what mought ail'd 'urn. 
For could they think one wou'd a steal 'mn ; 
Well, by and by, there's one comes to me, 
I thought the Fellow might have knew me, 
Hoa s^d, I must not make a stomping, 
And that it was no place to jump in ; 
Whop, Sir, thought I, and what ado's here. 
About the nails that in one's shoes are ; 
Hoa told me that the Men were earning, 
A world of something by their Learning, 
And that a noise might put them out, 
So that they ne'er could bring't about. 

* Students diftturbwL 
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Welly cause boa made a dim alxmt 'um, 

I daiPd my ShoeSf and went wiikout 'jcm. 

The Fellow gem'dy* and cry'd what's that for? 

I naidf and what womU you be at. Sir t 

My shoes I take onder my arm. 

Rather than do their Worships hamiy 

Because I would not leave the room. 

Before the Bfinister be come. 

At that, hoa langhfd; so for my part, 

I thought the Fool would break his Hearty 

I was 80 mad to see 'n flout ma, 

I long*d almost to lay about ma ; 

But thinking that might there be Evil, 

I thought 't were better to be civil : 

Tying my Shoes upon my Feet, 

1 went down Stairs into the Street. 

* Or smiled. 



MARY PIX 

%Vas the daughter of a clergyman named Griffith. *' By 
the date of her writings, she flourished in King 
William III/s reign ; but in what year the waa bom, 
to whom married, or when she died, are particulars 
which seem buried in obscurity and obliyion.**— 
Biog, Dram. She wrote eleven plays. 



SONG 

(In the third Act of Ibrahinij the thirteenth 
Emperor of the Turks. Printed 1696). 

Imperial sultan, hail, 

To whoin great kingdoms bow, 

Whose vast dominion shall prevail 

O'er all below ! 

Commanding woman here 

An humble vassal shall appear ; 

No thunder in her voice we prize, 

Or lightning in her eyes. 

When our terrestrial God draws near. 

Under our prophet's influence live, 

While wondering nations view 

The deeds your conquering armies do, 

And Christians to be made your subjects strive ! 



ANONYMOUS AUTHORESS. 

liiii|§^ in 1000. It eiMMiitt of n bnatod ani flftf. 
tHf»lia«V"4ifwMditIie i Sui a fli Hiy wmP portfoniiin, 
no dim!»^ ampljr MM||r lie iMdir. 



Refreshing spring and riTulets, 

When we were landed there, 
Came gliding with her juiybling notes, 

Invites us to take share ; 
The charming birds, that haunts the woods, 

Meavis, peacock, and dow. 
Brought presents in their mouths, and sang 

We pay tribute to you. 
We went in boats, and come to land. 

Which banish*d all our fears : 
The seas did mourn for want of us, 

Each oar was dropping tears. 
The woli^ the lion, and the boar, 

The wild tiger, and fox. 
Did fill their claws with golden dust, 

Salutes us from the rocks. 



ANONYMOUS AUTHORESS. 
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The turtles in the Indian seas 

Left eggs upon the land, 
And came to see that noble fleet, 

Was come from old Scotland. 
The hurtchon came out of the woods, 

Her prickles load with fruit. 
She mumbled, but she could not speak, 

Ye*re welcome all come eat. 
The balmy grass, and blooming flowers. 

Were all cover'd with dew ; 
Then Phcebus bid them g^ye a smell. 

And that would pay their due. 




lADY CHUDLEIGH. 



Wai the dsiighler cif Richnrd Iice, E<q. of Winsloder, in 
Deronaliire, sud wife of Sir George Chiidleigh, Bart, 
of Aaliton, in the ume county. Hrr pormii were 
Mlected IntoaTotume iii 1705, uid printed a third 
time in 1722. A volume of her Eamys wb» puhlisbed 
in 1710. 



TotheLadUt. 



Wife and servant are the same, 
But only differ in the narae : 
For when that fatal knot is tied, 
Which nothing, nothing can divide; 
When she the word obey has said. 
And man by law supreme has made, 
Then all that's kind is laid aside. 
And nothing left but state and pride. 
Fierce as an eastern prince he grows. 
And all his innate rigour shows : 
Then but to look, to laugh, or speak, 
Will the nuptial contract break. 



Like mutes, she signs alone must make. 
And never any freedom take; 
But still be govem'd by a nod, 
And fear her husband as a God : 
Him still must serve, him still obey. 
And nothing act, and nothing say. 
But vhal her haughty lord thinks fit, 
Who, with the power, has all the wit. 
Then shun, oh ! shun that wretched state. 
And all the fawning flatterers hate : 
Value yourselves, and men despise : 
You must be proud, if you'll be wise. 



The Reiolve, 



For what the world admires I'll wish no more, 

Nor court that airy nothing of a name : 
Such fleeting shadows let the proud adore. 

I.ct them be suppliants for an empty fame. 
If reason rules within, and keeps the throne. 

While the inferior faculties obey. 
And all her laws without reluctance own. 

Accounting none more fit, more just than they 
If virtue my free soul unsullied keeps. 

Exempting it from passion and from stain ; 
If no black guilty thoughts disturb my sleeps, 

Antt no past rrimes my vexl remembrance paint 
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CSUDLBIOBU 



If, tho* I plearaie find in living kere^ 

I yet can look on doivtii irithout snrpriiQ ; 
If Fve a soul above tke. reach of fei^r^ 

And which will nodung Btdin or aoidid prize; 
A soul which cannot be depreat'd by. grief. 

Nor too much laia'd by the sublimett joy ; 
Which can, when ttoubled^giveitidfielief. 

And to advantage all its thooghti eoiploy; 
Then, am I happy in my hivaibler ftate^ ; 

Although not ciown'd with glory nor with bays ; 
A mind, that triumphs over vice and fate,. 

Esteems it mean to court the world for praise. 




Dsii|[titGr of Lord Molesimrth, uid wireoT George Mnnk, 
Eiq., wToie v>riini9 poenu, which were prititeU soon 
after k«r deaUi, and entitied, Marinda ; Patnu oiul 
Troiu/dtioni upon tereraloeiviiiont. la (he dedicalion 
to Ihe Prinma of Xt'ales. written by ber father, we are 
at nf thpm ore the product of the leisure houn 
a joung gentlewunian Ulelj rieceuied ; who, iu a 
rHlirament, without omilliim the daily 
on due 10 a la^e ftuoilf, not only perfectly acquired 
the sereral langua^^* here made lue of, but the 
flood moral) and prindplw contained in thoae booki, 
m a* to put them in praclice, a* well duriug her life 
and lanpiiihitifc lickaess. ai the hour of her death ; in 
(hort, ihe died not only like a Chriitiaii, bnt like a 
n lady, find » hemme al once the object of the 
fCrief and cumfort of her relation!." 




THK UOK- HAKY MONK. 



And oae'a dear face imprints with kisses sweet, 
One to tier bosom clasps, one on her knee 
Softly sustains in nl^asinp- dipnity. 



And one pei 


«ut her feet ; 


And reads their 


and each request 


In look, or acti i 


spresa'd : 


This little 8U| 


IS stile 


She answers; 


with a smile ; 


Or if she blai i 


If approves, 


And whether p.v. b- 


yet still ^e loves : 



With like reg^ird high Providence divine 
W&tehes affectionate o'er human race. 

One feeds, one eomforts, does to all incline. 

And each assists with kind parental care : 
Or, once denying us some needful grace, 

Only denies to move an ardent prayer : 
Or, courted for imaginary wants. 
Seems to deny, but in.denymg grants. 



Venes, written on her Death-bed at Bath, to her 
Htaband in London. 

Thou who dost all my worldly thoughts employ, 
Thou pleasing source of all my earthly joy. 
Thou tenderest husband and thou dearest friend. 
To thee this first, this last adieu I send ! . 
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At )eng:th the conqueror death asserts his right, 
Aod will fur ever veil me from thy sight ; 
He wooes me to him vvith a cheerful grace, 
And not one terror clouds his meagre face ; 
He promises a lasting rest from pain, 
And shews that all life's fleeting Joys are vain ; 
TTi" eternal scenes of heaven he sets in view. 
And (ells me that no other joys are true. 
But love, fond love, would yet resist his power. 
Would fain awhile defer the parting hour : 
He brings thy mourning image to my eyes. 
And would obstruct my journey to the slcies. 
But Bay, thou dearest, thou unwearied friend ! 
Say, should'st thou grieve to see my sorrows end ? 
Tliou know'st a painful pilgrimage I've past; 
And should'st thou grieve that rest is come at last ? 
Rather rejoice to see me shake ofi" life. 
And die as I have liv'd, ihy faithful wife. 




ANNE, COUI 



flNCHELSEA, 



tumour tfl 
11.; and 



gimiU, of Sidmimuni, 

She iru maid of 

s^Tond wife a( Jamec 

Bnesge, 



earl of Winchelsea, to which title he BQCcefdcd oi 
dMdi of hi* nephew. A ooIlMtioa of her poemt mm 
printed in I7ISJ leveral itill rem^ unpobliihed. 
" It i* renurluble that, excepting a puuge or two in the 
WiBdwr f oreat of Po^ and Mme delightful picturei 
in the Poems of Ladf Winohebea, the poetry of the 
period inierTBiiiiig between the puUkation of the 
Pandlie LcM and the Seauni doe* not contuu a 
tia^ mm inuige of extenal Bature." — Woist- 
noMa {Baajf in hit MitMllantout Potmi). 



The Atheist and the Acorn. 

Hethimks the world is oddly made, 

And every thing's amiss, 
A dull, presuming Atheist said. 
As stretch'd he lay beneath a shade 1 

And instanc'd it in this ; 
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Behold, quoth he, that inigkty thing, 

A Pumpkin large and round. 
Is held but by a little string. 
Which upwards cannot make it springs 

Or bear it from the ground. 

Whilst on this Oak a fruit so small, 

So disproportion'd grows ; 
That who with sense surveys this all» 
This universal casual ball, 

Its ill contrivance knows. 

My better judgmient would have hung 

That weight upon a tree, 
And left this mast, thus slightly strung, 
'Mongst things which on the surface sprung^ 

And small and feeble be; 

No more the caviller could say, 

Nbr farther faults descry ; 
For, as he upwards gazing lay. 
An Acorn, loosen'd from the stay. 

Fell down upon his eye. 

Th' offended part with tears ran o'er, 
As punish'd for the sin ; 
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Fool ! had that bough a pumpkin bore, 
Thy whimsies must have work'd no more. 
Nor scull had keot them in. 



Howgail 

Our I 

Whilst yel orning sun, 

With which «« jnit set out to mn, 

EuUghteiis &1) the place. 

How Mniliag the world's prospect lies. 

How tempting to g;o through ! 
Not Canaan to the prophet's eyes, 
From Pi^h, with a sweet surprise, 
Did more inviting shew. 

How soft the first ideas prove, 

Which wander through our minds ! 
How full the joys, how free the love, 
Which does that early season move. 
As flowers the western winds I 



Our si^is are then but vernal air. 
But April drops our teen. 
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Whiph swiftly passing, all grows fair. 
Whilst beauty compensates our care. 
And youth each vapour clears. 

Buty oh I too soon, alas ! we climb, 
: Scarce feeling, we ascend 
The gently-rising hill of Time, 
From whence with grief we see that prime, 
And all its sweetness end. 

The die now cast, our station known. 

Fond expectation past : 
The thorns which former days had sown. 
To crops of late repentance grown, 

Thro' which we toil at last. 

Whilst every care's a driving harm. 

That helps to bear us down ; 
Which faded smiles no more can charm 
But every tear's a winter-storm, ^ 

And every look's a frown. 



A Nocturnal Reverie. 

Ik such a night, when every louder wind 
Is to its distant cavern safe confin'd ; 



HJi^H^I 
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And only gentle Zephyr fans his wings. 


And lonely Philomel, still waking, sings; 


Or from some tree " " " "1 


.e owl's delight, 


She, hollowing clear, dir tn 


le wanderer right : 


In such a nighl- "lie 


clouds give place, 


Or thinly vail 1 i 


ilerious face ; 


When in some ri 


with green. 


The waving moot 


ig leaves are seen ; 


When freshen'd g i 


-B itself upright, 



And makes cool banks to pleasing rest invite, 
Whence strings the^oodbisdy tndr die bnmble- 

Toee, 
And where the tltep^ coml^i aheltcr'd grows ; 
Whilst now a paler hue the- foxglove takes. 
Yet chequers still with red the duidty brakes ; 
When scatter'd glow-worms, but in twilight fine. 
Shew trivial beauties natefa their hour to shine ; 
VTbilst Salisb'r; stands thetASt of ereiy tight. 
In perfect charms, aod- perfect virtue bii^t : 
When odours which declin'd repdlingday, 
Thro' temperate air uninteirapted stray; 
When darken'd groves their softest shadows wear, 
And falling waters we distinctly hear ; 
When thro' the gloom more venerable shows 
Some ancient fabrick, aweful in repose ; 
While sun-burnt hills their swarthy lotrfu cbnceal. 
And swelling hay-coclu thicken up tfae'vtde ; 
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When the loos'd horse now, as his pasture leads, 
Comes slowly grazing' thro' th' adjoining meads, 
Who9estealingpace,andlengthen'd shade we fear, 
Till tom-up forage in his (eeth we hear; 
When nibbhng sheep at large pursue their Tood, 
And unmolested kine rechew the cud ; 
When curle»-s cry beneath the village walls. 
And to her straggling brood the partridge calls; 
Their short-hv'd jubilee the creatures keep. 
Which but endures whilst tyrant man doe* sleep ; 
When a sedate content the spirit feels, 
And no fierce light disturbs, whilst it Ta\'ea]B; 
But silent nuisings urge the mind to seek 
Something too hi^h for syllables to sjieak ; 
Till the free soul to a composedness chann'd, 
Finding the elements of rage disarm'd, 
O'er all below a solemn quiet grown, 
Joys ID tb' inferiour world, and thinks it like her 

swn: 
In such a night iel me abroad remain, 
Till morning breaks, and all's confus'd again ; 
Our cares, our toils, our clamours are renew'd. 
Or pleasures, seldom reach'd, ugain puisu'd. 
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What art thou. Spleen, which every thing dost 
ape? 

Thou Proteus to abusM manVind, 

Who never yet ihy real cause could find. 
Or fix thoQ to remain in one condnn'd ihape. 

Sitill varying thy perplexing form. 

Now a dead sea thou It repreient, 

A calm of stupid discontent, 
Then, dashing on the roclu, wilt rage into a itorm. 

Trembling sometimea thou dost appear, 

Dissolv'd into a panic fear ; 

On sleep intruding dost thy shadows spread, , 

Thy gloomy terrors round the ulent bed. 
And crowd with boding dreams the melancholy 

.head: 
Or, when the midnight hour ia told. 
And diooping lids thou still dost waking hold. 

Thy fond delusions cheat the eyes, 
Before them antic spectres dance, 
Unusual fires their pointed heads advance, 

And airy phantoms rise. 
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Such was the monstrous vision seen. 
When Brutus (now beneath his cares opprest, 
And all Rome's fortunes rolling in his breast. 
Before Philippi's latest field, 
Before his fate did to Octavius yield,) 
Was vanquish'd by tlie spleen. 
Falsely the mortal part we blame 
Of our deprest and ponderous frame. 
Which, till the hnl degrading sin 
Let thee, its dull attendant, in, 
StJU with the other did comply, 
Nor clogg'd the active soul dispos'd to Ay, 
And range the mansions of it3 native alcy. 
Nor whilst in hb own heaven he dwelt. 
Whilst man bis pandise possesi. 
His fertile garden iu the fragrant East, 
And all united odours smelt. 
No armed sweets, until rhy reign, 
Could shock the sense, or in the face 
A flush 'd, unhandsome colour place. 
Now the jonquilte o'ercomes the feeble brain ; 
We faint beneath the aromatic pain, 
Till some offensive scent thy powers appease. 
And pleasure we resign for short and 



In every one thou dost posseas, 
New are ihy motions, and thy dress; 
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Now in some grove a liatening' friend 
Thy false su^estioiis must attend, 
TTiy whisper'd giir^f' ^^^ fancied soitowb hear, 
Breath'd in a sigh, < s'd by a tear ; 

Whilst in the pa crowd. 

Thy slaves mo ind loud. 

By laughters un Huence too confess. 

In the imperious tours art. 

Which from sions rise 

In clouds to the atiraciive orain, 
Until descending thence again. 
Through the o'ercast and showcnng eyes, 
Upon her husband's soften'd heart. 
He the disputed point must yield. 
Something resign of the contested field ; 
Till lordly man, bom to imperial sway. 
Compounds for peace to make that right away, 
And woman, ann'd with spleen, does servilely obey. 
The fool, to imitate the wits. 
Complains of thy pretended fits, - 
And dulness, bom with him, would lay 
Upon thy accidental «way ; 
Because sometimes thou dost presume 
Into the ablest heads to come : 
That often men of thoughts refin'd. 
Impatient of unequal sense, 
Such slow returns, where they so much dispense. 
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Retiring from the crowd are to thy shades iaclin'd. 

O'er me, alas ! thou dost too much prevail : 

I feel thy force whilst 1 against thee rail ; 
I feel my ver»e decay, and my crampt Dumbers fail. 
Through thy black jauudice I all objects see. 

As dark and terrible as thee. 
My lines decried, aad my employment thought 
An useless folly, or presumptuous fault; 

Whilst in the Muses' paths i stray. 
Whilst in theu' groves, aad by their sacred springs 
My hand dehghts to trace unusual things. 
And deviates from the known and common way : 

Nor will in fading silks compose 

Faintly tli' iuitnitable rose. 
Fill up au ill-drawn bird, or paint on glass 
The sovereign's blurr'd and undistinguiih'd face. 
The threatening angel, and the speaking am. 

Patron thou art to every gross abuse. 

The sullen husband's feign 'd excuse. 
When the ill humour with his wife he spends. 
And bears recruited wit and spirits to his friends. 

The son of Bacchus pleads thy power. 

As to the glass he still repairs. 

Pretends but to remove thy cares, 
Snatch from thy shades one gay and smiling how, 
And drown thy kingdom in a purple shower. 
When the roquette, whom every fool admires. 
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Would in variety be ftur. 

And, changing hastily the scene 

From light, impertinent, and vain, 

Assumes a soft and melancKoly air. 

And of her eyes rebates the wandering fires; 

The careless posture, and the head reclin'd, 

The thoughtful and composed face, 
Proclaiming the withdrawn, the absent minti. 
Allows the fop more liberty to gaze. 
Who gently for the tender cause intiuires; 
The cause indeed is a defect in sense, 
Yet is the spleen alledg'd, and still the dull 

pretence. 
But these are thy fantastic harms. 
The tricks of thy' pernicious stage, 
Which do the weaker sort engage; 
Wone are the dire efiects of thy more powerful 

charms. 
By thee. Religion, all we know 
That should enlighten here below. 
Is veil'd in darkness, and perplext 
With anxious doubts, with endless scruples rext. 
And some restraint implied from each perverted 

text, , 
Whilst touch not, taste not, what is freely given. 
Is but thy niggard voice, di^racing bonnteous 

Heaven. 
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From speech restrain'd, by thy deceits abtt8*d, 

To deserts banished, or in cells reclus'd; V 

Mistaken votaries to thy powers divine, 

Whilst they a purer sacrifice design, 

Do but the spleen obey, and worship at thy shrine. 

In vain to chase thee every art we try. 

In vain all remedies apply, 

In vain the Indian leaf infuse, 

Or the parch*d Eastern berry bruise ; 

Some pass in vain those bounds, and nobler liquors 

use. 
Now harmony in vain we bring. 
Inspire the flute, and touch the string. 
From harmony no help is had ; 
Music but soothes thee, if too sweetly sad, 
And if too light, but turns thee gaily mad. 
Tho' the physician's greatest gains, 
Altho' his growing wealth he sees 
Daily increas*d by ladies' fees. 
Yet dost thou baffle all his studious pains. 
Not skilful Lower thy source could find. 
Or thro' the well-dissected body trace 
The secret, the mysterious ways. 
By which thou dost surprize, and prey upon the 
mind. 






M6 



NKE, COUNTESS OF WINCBELSEA. 



Tho' in the search, too deep for human thought, 
^itb unsuccessful toil he wrought. 
Tin thinking thee lo've catch'd, himsetf by Ihee 

was caught. 
Retain 'd thy prisoner, thy acknowledg'd slave, 
And sunk beneath thy chain to a lamented grave. 



ESTHER VANHOMRIGH, 

Born ••■• dM 17S1. 
Sxrift's VanesM. 



Ode to Spring, 

Hail, blushing goddess, beauteous Spring t 
Who, in thy jocund train dost bring 
Loves and graces, smiling hours. 
Balmy breezes, fragrant flowers ; 
Come, with tints of roseate hue. 
Nature's faded charms renew. 

Yet why should I thy presence hail ? 
To me no more the breathing gale 
Comes fraught with sweets, no more the rose 
With such transcendant beauty blows, 
As when Cadenus blest the scene. 
And shar'd with me those joys serene. 
When, unperceived, the lambent fire 
Of friendship kindled new desire ; 
Still listening to his tuneful tongue. 
The truths which angels might have sung 
Divine imprest their gentle sway, 
And sweetly stole my soul away. 



4S ESTHER VANHOUKIGtt. 

My guide, instructor, lover, friend. 
Dear names, in one idea blend ; 
Oh I still conioin'd. vour incense rise. 
And wafY sweet odours to ■. le skies. 



I 



RACHEL, LADY RUSSELL, 



dted 17SS. 



The aifanirable danghter of SouUiamptan. She died ii 

her 87th year. 



To the Memory of her Husband. 

Right noble twice, by virtue and by birth. 
Of Heaven iov*d, and honour*d on the earth ; 
His country's hope, his kindred's chief delight, 
My husband dear, more than this world's light. 
Death hath me reft. But I from death will take 
His memory, to whom this tomb I make. 
John was his name (ah was ! wretch, must I say,) 
Lord Russell once, now my tear-thirsty clay. 



1 



SUSANNA CENTLIVRE, 



Will be loiig remembered HI the authoreu of The Waiultr, 
and The Busy Bodg. 

Uer maiden nnme n>B9 Fr^rmui. Her third husband, 
Joseph CentlivTe. wbs one of Queea Aime'a cooks, and 
fell in lave with her at Windsor, where she performed 

the p«nof Aleandw the 6ie«t in Lee'i Rioat Quteiu. 



PrologtK to "A Bold Stroke for a Wife." 

To-MiGHT we come upon a bold design. 

To try to please without one borrow'd line ; 

Our plot is new and regularly clear. 

And not one single tittle from Moliere. 

O'er buried poets we with caution tread, 

And pariah sextons leave to rob the dead. 

For you, bright British fair, in hopes to charm ye, 

We bring to-night a lover from the army ; 

You know the soldiers hare the strangest arts, 

Such a proportion of prevailing parts. 

You'd think that they rid post to women's hearts. 

I wonder whence they draw their bold pretence ; 

We do not chuse them sure for our defence : 
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That plea is both impolitic ami wrong. 

And only suila such damea as want a tongue. 

Is it their eloquence and fine address? 

Tlie softness of their language ? — Nothing less. 

Is it tlieir courage, that they bravely dare 

To storm the sex at once ? — Egad ! 'tia there; 

They act by us as in the rough campaign. 

Unmindful of repulses, charge again : 

They mine and countennine, resolv'd to win. 

And, if a breach is made, they will come in. 

Y'ou'll think, by what we have of soldiers said. 

Our female wit was in the service bred : 

But she is to the hardy toil a stranger, 

She loves the cloth indeed, but hales the danger : 

Vet to this circle of the brave and gay. 

She bids one, for her good intentions say. 

She hopes you'll not reduce her to half-pay. 

As for our play, 'tis English humour all : 

Tlien will you let our manufacture foil ? 

Would you the honour of our nation raise. 

Keep English credit up, aud English plays. 




1 



Tb« tnhar of ihii womao. Sir Bi^r Manly, wm diatiu- 
guished for hii loyalty and bravery in (he civil Kan, 
at also for hi> literary uleate. At aii early agr, alie 
WBtdraim inloamBrriBgewitbhercoiKin, Mr. Alanly. 

ngned her. Tbii vfllaiD (who had another wifs alive) 
diuipatad her fortune, and, at the end of three yean, 
abandoned her, and her child, to poverty and diigrac& 
Thiu deserted, the became an authorew by profea- 
(ton, and wroM pUy> and nov^ with luceewt bat, 
unfortimately, the applauae and flattery, vrhicb ahe 
DOW reoetved from the witi and faahionable gentle- 
men of the day, proved niinoui to her virtue. Her 
nananoe, the Atftlanti*, a latire on thoae who had 
effected the Revolution, canaed a great aeniation ; 
and iti printer and publiaher were acdfed by a warrant 
from the Secretary of State'i office. On thii occasion, 
faer friendi adviied her to retreat to France; but, 
determined that no innocent persons ahould auffeE on 
her aceount, she pmenied heraeif before the Court of 
King'a Bench, u the writer of the ubnoiiou* volumes. 
A short confinement was the consequence of her 
genennu randurt. 
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SONG 

(In the First Act of The Lost Lover, or The 

Jealous Husband), 

Ah, dangerous swain, tell me no mote, 
Thy happy nymph you worship and adore ! 
When thy fiird eyes are sparkling at her name, 
1 raving wish that mine had caus'd the flame. 

If by your fire to her you can impart 
Diffusive heat to warm another's heart ; 
Ah, dangerous swain, what would the ruin be, 
Should you but once persuade you bum for me ! 



To J, M c. Esq, of Worcester College, Oxon, 

Oxford, for all thy fops and smarts 

Let this prodigious youth atone, 
Whilst others frisk and dress at hearts. 

He makes thy better part his own. 

Yet small addition canst thou give. 
Nature gave all her wealth before ; 

How little can this son receive ! 
How full already is his store ! 



1S4 DE LA KIVIERE MA.S'Lf. 

Others advance by slow degrees, 

Long, long they feed, before they taste, 

Their letters but with years increase, 
And good digestion cornea the last. 

But his vast mind completely form'd 
Was thoroughly finish'd when begun : 

So all at once the world was warm'd 
On the great birth-day of the sun. 



JOHNSON. 



Bora 



died 1727. 



The Stella of Swift. 



On Jealousy, 

SHIELD me from his rage, celestial Powers! 
This tyrant that embitters all my hours. 

Ahy Love ! you've poorly play'd the hero's pa^t, 
You conquer'dy but you can't defend my heart. 
When first I bent beneath your gentle reign, 

1 thought this monster banish'd from your train : 
But you would raise him to support your throne, 
And now he claims your empire as his own ; 

Or tell me, tyrants, have you both agreed 
That where one reigns, the other shall succeed ? 



EUZABETH THOMAS, 



Troin Dryclm the poetical name nf Corinns, 
Th* part which iht Wok in that myntprioiu bmiiieM, 
Ihe publicBtitra of Pope's Letters, procured for her a 
pbae in the Duncikd. 



Predettinatum, or the Beiolutum. 

[In hat BftMnth jt^r, her mind wu diiturbed, by attend- 
ing twr gruidmatheT to meetingi, and reading to hsr 
the woriu of Dr. Ooodwin, a rigid predratinaiian. 
" In thli perplexity," uji Coriima, ipeaking of her- 
nlf in the third penon, *' ihe langniihed for Mane 
Ume; when lie»riDg Biahop Bumet'i Expoaition of 
Ae 38 Arddea waa in tlie preaa, ihe waited the pabll> 
cation with the utmoat impatience. But, alaa I never 
the near, the Biahop having atated the different 
opinion of each aect with lueh candour tliat it wat 
impotable to find oat which he moat leaned to himaelf. 
Being thua fnutrated in lier long eipectatloiu, ihe 
retired to her cUvet, where, after ■ moat aerioui dii- 
eunon of thii point with henelf, ihe formed the 

foUowlng poem thii afforded her great 

I, and the oTlener the read it, the more >he 
id nmBrmed in her reaolution." — Lift 
^ Mr*. T,, prefixed to Pylsdei and Corinna, 3 vda. 
3d edit. 1736-1 



ELIZABETH THOMAS. 



15T 



Ah ! strive no more to know what fate 

Is preordain'd for thee : 
Tis vain in this my mortal state, 

For Heaven's inscrutable decree 
Will only be reveal'd in vast Eternity. 

Then, O my soul ! 
Remember thy celestial birth. 
And live to Heaven, while here on earth : 
Thy Qod is infinitely true, 
All Justice, yet all Mercy too : 
To Him, then, thro' thy Saviour, pray 
For Grace, to guide thee on thy way. 
And give thee Will to do. 
But humbly, for the rest, my soul ! 
Let Hope, and Faith, the limits be 
Of thy presumptuous curiosity ! 



>^.iA 



CON?'f«"T'» ""lERSON. 



An IiUhiroiniui of idibon. " Sbc died," 

mpi Mn. Bar f 27, and wta allawed, 

Itng before, t Mholar, not only in 

Onek and Rot t in biiilorf , divinity, 

philosophT. and malliemBtics. She gave a priiof of 
bar kncnrledge in tbe ladn taogae, to ber dodicatiaa 
of tha Dnbliu-editiOli of Tadnu to tbe- L«rd Caruret, 
and by that of Terence to faia aon, to whom iha like. 
wiu wrote k Greek epignm." Mn. Pilkin^ton 
ioibniii HI, that ihe wai alio miitreu of Hebrew — tliat 
bar parenla vere poor, illiteiMe, oountry people — and 
tbat, wben qneitioned how ihe had acqnired lucb 
learning, ibe nid '»he bad reoei*ed wane little inttruc- 
tion from tbe miniiler of the pariib, vben ibe could 
ipare time from ber needlework, to wbich ibe was 
doaely Icept by her motber.' Her poemi were pub- 
liibed with thoM of Mr*. Barber. 



To Miu LxTZTH Van Lbwen {aftermiTds 
Mn. Pilkincton), at a Country Assize. 

The fleeting birds may soon in ocean snim, 
And northern whales thro' liquid azure skiin ; 
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The Dublin ladies their intrigues forsake, 
To drcsa and scandal an aversion talce ; 
Wlien you can in the lonely forest walk, 
And with some serious matron gravely talk 
Of possets, poultices, and waters still'd. 
And monstrous casks with mead and cider fiU'c) : 
How many hives of bees she has in store. 
And how much fruit her trees this summer bore : 
Or, home returning, in the yard can stand. 
And feed the chickens from your bounteous hand : 
Of each one's top-knot (ell, and hatching pry. 
Like Tully waiting for an augury. 

When night approaches, down to table sit 
With a great crowd, choice meat, and little wit ; 
What horw won the last race, how mighty Tray. 
At the last famous hunting, canght the prey : 
Surely you can't but such discourse despise, 
Methinks I see displeasure in your eyes : 
O my Lietitia ! stay no longer there. 
You'll soon forget that you yourself are fair ; 
Why will you keep from us, from all that's gay. 
There in a lonely solitude to slay ? 
Where not a mortal through the year you view. 
But bob-wigg'd hunters, who their game pursue 
With so much ardour, they'd a cock or hare. 
To thee in all thy blooming charms prefer. 



CONSTAKTIA 



You write of belles and beaux that there appear. 
And gilded coaches, such aa glitter here ; 
For gilded coaches, eath estated clown 



That gravely el 
But beaux ! tl 
Who thus app> 



That love, < 
All ihey c 



spea 



he bench has one ; 
meya sure you mean, 
j.antic brain, 
to you, 
B rer knew ; 
i< and law. 



And writs to keep the country fools in awe. 
AimI if to wit, or courtship they pretend, 
Tis the same way that they a cause defend ; 
In which they give of lungs a vast expence, 
But little passion, thought, or eloquence : 
Bad as they are, they'll soon abandon you. 
And gain and clamour in the town pursue. 
So haste to town, if even such fools you prize, 
O haste to town I and bless the loi^ng eyes 

Of your CoNSTAKTiA. 



MARY BARBER, 

Bora dM*- 

Poems by Mn. Barber were publithed in 1794, prefaced 
by a letter from Swift to John, Earl of Orrery. She 
was the wife of a tradesman in Dublin. 



On sending my Son as a Present to Dr. Swmft^ 
Dean of St. Patrick* Sy on his Birthday. 

A ciTRious statue, we are told, 

Is priz'd above its weight in gold ; 

If the fair form the hand confess 

Of Phidias, or Phraxiteles : 

But if the artist could inspire 

The smallest spark of heavenly fire, 

Tho' but enough to make it walk, 

Salute the company, or talk, 

This would advance the prize so high. 

What prince were rich enough to buy ? 

Such if Hibemia could obtain, 

She sure would give it to the Dean : 

So to her patriot should she pay 

Her thanks upon his natal day. 




A richer present I design, 
A finisVd form, of work divine. 
Surpassing nil the power of art 
A thinking 
A heart tha 
How muth we to Uit 
Kings coiikl not sew 



rmteful heart : 
show 



iiihler gift, 
rift. 



ELIZABETH ROWE, 

Born 1674, died 1736. 

Was the dau^ter of Mr. Walter Singer, a gentleman of 
good family. In her twenty-second year she published 
a volimie of Poems. In 1710 she nuurried Mr. Thomas 
Rowe, a person of no mean literary acquirements, who, 
*•*■ some considerable time after his marriage, addressed 
to her, under the name of Delia, a rery tender ode :** 
he died in 1716, in his twenty-eighth year. After his 
death, she retired to Frome, in the neighbourhood of 
which she possessed a paternal esute, and there 
composed her once celebrated work. Letters from ih9 
Dead to the Living, 

She was warmly admired by Prior, among whose Poems 
wiD be found an ^^ Answer to Mrs. Singer*s Pastoral 
on Lore and Friendship.** 



Despair, 

Oh ! lead me to some solitary gloom, 

Where no enliyening beams, nor cheerful echoes 

come; 
But silent all, and dusky let it be, 
Remote, and unfrequented but by me ; 
Mysterious, close, and sullen as that grief, 
Which leads me to its covert for relief. 



F.LIZAHETl! no-WE. 



Far from the busy world's delested noise, 
lU wretched pleasures, and distracted joys ; 
Far from the ■-"'■ f""'" •■■*'" 'augh and play, 



And dance, ar 


cntly gay. 


Their short, iDestim 


away; 


Far rrom the s 


r the great. 


The tiresome 


ious state. 


There, ia a : 


yiog strain, 


Let me all di 


lomplain. 


And wind up all its solt liarmi 


jniouB stringg, 



To noble, serious, melancholy thtngB. 

And let no human foot, but mine, e'er trace 

The close recesses of the sacred place : 

Nor let a bird of cheerful note come near. 

To whisper out his airy raptures here. 

Only the pensive songstress of the grove. 

Let her, by mine, her mournful notes improve ; 

While drooping winds among the branches sigh. 

And sluggish waters heavily roll by. 

Here, to my fatal sorrows let me give 

The short remaining hours I have to live. 

Then, widi a sullen, deep-fetch'd groan cipire. 

And to the grave's dark solitude retire. 
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A Laplander's Sang to his Mistress, 

Shine out, resplendent god of day. 

On my fair Orramoor ; 
Her charms thy most propitious ray, 

And kindest looks allure. 

In mountain, vale, or gloomy grove, 

I'd climb the tallest tree, 
Could I from thence my absent love. 

My charming rover see. 

I'd venture on a rising cloud, 

Aloft in yielding air. 
From that exalted station proud 

To view the smiling fair. 

Should she in some sequester'd bower. 

Among the branches hide, 
I'd tear off every leaf and flower, 

Till she was there descry'd. 

From every bird I'd steal a wing, 

To Orramoor to fly ; 
And urg'd by love, would swiftly spring 

Along the lightsome sky. 



eS ELIZABETH K0»"1C. 

Return, and bless ine with thy charms, 
While yet the sun displays 

His fairest beams, — ' '-■-- lly warms 
Us with hie vital rays. 

Return, before that light be gone. 
In which thou should'st appear: 

Unwelcome night ia hastening on 
To darken half the year. 

In vain, relentless maid, in vain, 
Thou doBt a youth forsake. 

Whose love shall quickly o'er the plain 
Thy savage flight o'ertake. 

Should bars of steel my passage stay, 
They could not thee secure ; 

I'd thro' enchantments find a way, 
To seize my Onamoor. 



JANE BRERETON, 

Bom 168S, died 1740, 

M^as the daughter of Thomai Hughes, of Brya^riffith, in 
Flintahire. She wrote under the name of Mdina. 



On Mr. Nash's Picture at fall lengthy between 
the Busts of Sir Isaac Nbwton and 
Mr, Pope, 

The old Egyptians hid their wit 

In hieroglyphic dress, 
To give men pains to search for it, 

And please themselves with guess. 

Modems, to tread the self-same path 

And exercise our parts, 
Place figures in a room at Bath ; 

Forgive them, God of Arts ! 



Newton, if I can judge aright. 

All wisdom doth express. 
His knowledge gives mankind new light, 

Adds to their happiness. 



JAKK BIKBETOK, 

Pope is the emblem of true wit. 
The Bunshine of the mind ; 

Read o'er his works for proof of it 
You'll c ... 6nd. 



Nash rep resell ta i 

Made up 
.Sometimes i 

Now blunt, f 



right; 

>lite. 



The picture, plac'd the busts between, 
Adds to the thought much strength. 
Wisdom and Wit are little seen, 
. But Folly's at full length. 



MARY CHANDLER, 

Born 1687. dkd 1745> 

The daughter of a dissenting minister at Bath. Pope 

commended her poetry. 



Temperance, 

Fatal effects of luxury and ease ! 

We drink our poison, and we eat disease. 

Indulge our senses at our reason's cost, 

Till sense is pain, and reason hurt, or lost. 

Not so, O Temperance bland ! when rul'd by thee, 

The brute's obedient, and the man is free. 

Soft are his slumbers, balmy is his rest. 

His veins not boiling from the midnight femst. 

Touch'd by Aurora's rosy hand, he wakes 

Peaceful and calm, and with the world partakes 

The joyful dawnings of returning day. 

For which their grateful thanks the whole creation 

pay, 

All but the human brute : 'tis he alone. 
Whose wosks of darkness fly the rising sun. 
Tis to thy rules, O Temperance ! that we owe 
All pleasures, which from health and strength can 
flow; 



CHANDI-tn, 




Vigour of body, purity of mind, 
I'nclouded reason, sentiments refin'd, 
Unmixt, untainted iova. wilhoiit remorse, 
Th" intempcri r-failing^ curse 



MARY LEAPOR, 

Born 178S. died 1746. 

Whose writingt ihew tbat she was endowed with no ordi- 
nary talents, was tlie daughter of the gardener of Judge 
Blencowe, of Marston St. Lawrence, in Northampton- 
shire. Her education, of course, was very slight ; and 
it is said«that she was some time cookmaid in-a gentle- 
man*s family. Two volumes of her poems have 
appeared. 



The Temple of Love, 



A DREAM. 



When lonely night compos'd the drowsy mind. 
And hush'd the bosom of the weary hind, 
Pleas'd with plain nature, and with simple life, 
1 read the scenes of Shore's deluded wife, 
Till my faint spirits sought the silent bed. 
And on its pillow dropped my aching head ; 
Then fancy, ever to her Mira kind, 
Prcpar'd her phantoms for the roving mind. 
Behold a fabrick rising from the ground, 
To the soft timbrel, and the cittern's sound ; 



MAnV LEAPOII. 



Corintliinn pillars the vast building liold, 
Of polish'd silver and Peruvian gold ; 



In four broad «'■">'— ■"" 


.=,1 ih^ shining doors. 


The blazing rooi 
BeReath a spark ^ ■ .~ 


the floore : 
lat shone 


Wilh Persian jewels. 
Wrapp'd in a rob i 
Cytlierea's imP" ■ 
Whose glowin 


ming sun. 

■rian dye. 

li'd eye, 

in paint beguile. 



So well the artist drew her niunick smile. 
Her shining eyes confess'd a sprightly joy, 
Upon her knees reclin'd her wanton boy; 
On the bright walls around her and above. 
Were drawn the statutes and the arts of love : 
These taught the silent language of the eye, 
The broken whisper, and amusing lie; 
The careless glance peculiar to the fair, 
And vows of lovers that dissolve in air: 
The graceful anger, and the rolling eyes ; 
The practis'd blush, and counterfeit surprise : 
The language proper for pretending swains; 
And fine description for imagin'd pains; 
The friendly caution, and designing ease. 
And all the arts that niin while they please. 
Now enter'd, foUow'd by a splendid train, 
A bhMming damsel and a wealthy swain ; 



The guudy youlii in sliloiiig roUe^ array 'd, 
Behiud him follow'd the unthinking maid : 
Youth in her cheek like opening roses sprung. 
Her careiess tresses on her shoulders hung. 
Her nniles were cheerful as enlivening May ; 
Her dress was careless, aiid her eyes were gay. 
Then to soft voices and melodious sound 
Tlie board was spread, the sparkling glasses 

crown-d : 
The sprightly virgin in a moment shines 
In the gay product of the eastern mines; 
Then Pride comes in with patches for the fair, 
And spicy odours for her curling hair ; 
Rude Riot, in a crimson vest array 'd, 
^Vith emooth-fac'd Flattery like a chumhennaid ; 
Soft Pomp, and Pleasure, at her elbow stand, 
And Folly shakes the rattles in her hand. 

But now her feeble structure seem'd to shake. 
Its bases trembled, and its pillars quake ; 
Then rush'd Suspicion thro' the lofty gate. 
With hean-eick Loathing led by ghastly Hate; 
And foaming Rage, to close the horrid band. 
With a drawn poniard in her trembling hand. 
Now Uke an earthquake shook the reeling frame. 
The lamps extinguish in a purple flame: 
One universal groan was heard, and llicn 
The crics of women, and the voice of men; 



174 MAKY I.E.IKIR. 

Some roar oui vengeance, some for meroy caJI ; 
And ghrieks and tumult till the dreadful hall. 

At length the e»>oi~i»B unniali'd from my sight, 
Aguin the lamps >le light, 

But (^ang'd the pi plendor thore was 

But gloomy walls, t) ad never known ; 

For tlie gay dome w: irc us'd to dwell, 

Appear'd an abbey, i ul cell ; 

And herfi the sad, the ruind nympli was found. 
Her robe dieorder'd, and her locks unbound, 
While from her eyes the pearly drops of woe, 
Wash'd her pale cheek, where roses us'd to blow : 
Her blue and trembling lips prepar'd to breathe 
llie B^hs that made her swelling bosom heave ; 
Thus, Btupid wUh her grief, she sat and prest 
Her lily hands across htr pmsive breast ; 
A group of ghastly phantoms stood behind, 
Whose tadc it is to rack the guilty mind ; 
Wide-month'd Reproach with visage rud« and thin, 
And hissing Scandal, made a hideous din. 
Remorse, that darted from her deadly wings 
Invenom'd arrows and a thousand stings : 
Then with pale cheeks, and with a ghastly stare, 
Peep'd o'er her dioulder hollow-ey'd Despair, 
Whose hand extended bore a bleedmg heart ; 
And Death behind her shodc hii threatening dart : 
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These forms with horror fill'd my aching breast, 
And from my eyelids drove the balm of rest : 
I woke, and found old night her course had run. 
And left her empire to the rising sun. 



Tfte Month of August, 
SrLWANVs^ a Courtier ; Phmlum^ a Coumtry Mai(L 

SYLVANU6. 

Hail, Phillis, brighter than a morning sky, 
Joy of my heart, and darling of my eye ; 
tSee the kind year her grateful tribute yields, 
And ro«nd-fac'd Plenty triumphs o'er the fields. 
But to yon gardens let me lead thy charms, 
Where the curl'd vine extends her willing arms, 
Whose purple clusters lure the longing eye. 
And the ripe cherries shew their scarlet dye. 

PHILLIS. 

Not all the sights your boasted gardens yield. 
Are half so lovely as my father's field. 
Where large increase has bless'd the fruitful plain, 
And we with joy behold the swelling gnun. 
Whose heavy ears towards the earth reclin'd, 
Wave, nod, and tremble to the whisking wind. 



LJHBHH 
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SYLVANUS. 
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PHILLia. 

In vain you tempt me while our orchard beare 
Long-keeping russets, lovely Cath'rine pears, 
Pearmains and codlings, wheatea plums enow. 
And the black damsons load the bending bough. 
No pruning knives our fertile branches teaze, 
While yours must grow but as their masters please. 
The grateful trees our mercy well repay, 
And rain us bushels at the rising day. 



Fair are my gardens, yet you slight them all ; 
Then let us baste to yon majestic hall, 
Where the'glad roofs shall to thy voice resound. 
Thy voice more sweet than music's melting sound : 
Orion's beam infests the sultry sky, 
And scorching feven thro' the welkin fly; 




UABY LEAfOK- tJT 

'But art shall teach ub to evade his ny, 
And the forc'd fountaitu near the windowa play ; 
Tliere choice perfumes shall give a pleasing gale, 
And orange-flowers their odorous breath exhale ; 
While on the walls the well-wrought paintings 

glow. 
And dauling carpets deck the floors below : 
O letl me, thou whose careless beauties charm. 
Are these not fairer than a thresher's barn ? 

PHILLtS. 

BeUere me, I can find no charms at all 
In your fine carpets, and your painted hall. 
Tis true our pariour has an earthen floor. 
The sides of plaster, and of elm the door : 
Yet the rubb'd chest and table sweetly shines. 
And the spread mint along the window climbs: 
An aged laurel keeps away the sun. 
And two cool streams across the garden run. 



Can feasts or music win my lovely maid ? 
In both those pleasurts be her taste obey'd. 
The ransack'd earth shall all its dainties send, 
Till with its load her plenteous table bend. 
Then to the roofs the swelling notes shall rise, 
Pierce the glad air, ynd gain upon the »Vk», 



r 



While ease and raplure spreads iUelf uround, 
And diatast hills rail back the charming sound. 



Not this will lure me, for I'd have you knuw. 
This night to feast with Corjdon I '^i : 
To night his reapers bring the ^iher'd grain 
Home to his bams, and leave the naked plain : 
Then beef and colewoita, beans and bacon loo, 
And the plum -pud d in ij of delicious hue, 
Swcot-spiocd cake, uud apple-pie^ goad store, 
Deck the brown board, and who can wish for mors ? 
His flute and tabor too Amynior brings, 
And while be plays soft Amaryllis sings. 
Then strive no more to win a simple maid, 
Prcon her lor'd cottage, and her sHent shade ; 
Let Phillis ne'er, ah 1 never let her rove 
From her first virtue, and her humble grove. 
Go, seek some nymph that equals your degree. 
And leave content and Corydon for me. 



CATHARINE COCKBURN, 



Born 1679, died I74i\ 



\V9ks the daughter of a Scotch gentleman. Captain Darid 
Trotter. 8he wrote philonophical and theological 
tTeatisea, plays, poenui, &c. 



Song — the Vain Advice. 

Ah, gaze not on those eyes! forbear 
That soft, enchanting voice to hear : 
Not looks of basilisks give surer death, 
Nor Syrens sing with more destructive breath. 

Fly, if thy freedom thou *dst maintain ; 

Alas ! I feel, th' advice is vain ! 
A heart, whose safety but in flight does lie, 
Is too far lost to have the power to fly. 



The Caution. 

Soft kisses may be innocent; 

But ah ! too easy maid, bewtut; ; 
Tho* that is all thy kindness meant, 

Tis love's delusive, fatal snare. 




00 CATHARINE COCKBl'BK. 

No virgin e'er at first dcsign'd 
Thro" all the maze of love to stray ; 

But each new ] ' " ' ' er mind, 
Till nanderii e her wav. 



Tis ea^ ere 
But who 

When slid!] 
To stop, 1 



waj, 
e reach ? 



Keep ever Bomething in thy power, 
Beyond what would thy honour stain : 

He will not dare to aim at more, 
Who for small favours sighs in vain. 



UETITIA PILKINGTON, 

Born 17U, dM 1760, 

Was the daughter of Dr. Van Lewen of Dublin, and wife 
of the Rev. Mr. Pilkington. The life of this talented 
hut frail fair one, written by henelf, is an amusing 
work. 



Ode, in Imitaium of Horace. 

I ENVY not the proud their wealth, 
Their equipage and state ; 

Give me but innocence and health, 
1 ask not to be great. 



I in this sweet retirement find 
A joy unknown to kings. 

For sceptres to a virtuous mind 
Seem vain and empty things. 

Great Cincinnatus at his plough 
With brighter lustre shone, 

Than guilty Ceesar e'er could shew. 
Though seated on a throne. 



Tumultuous days, and restless nights. 

Ambition ever knows, 
A stranger to the calm delights 

Of study and repose. 

Then free from envy, care, and strife. 
Keep me, ye powers divine ! 

And pleas'd, when ye demand my life. 
May I that life resign ! _ 



SONG. 



Ltiso ia an occupation 

Us'd by ^1 who mean to rise ; 
Politicians owe their station 

But to well -concerted lies. 



These to lovers give a_ 

To ensnare the fair one's heart ; 
And the virgin's best resistance 

Yields to this commanding art. 

Study this superior science. 

Would you rise in church or state ; 
Bid to truth B bold defiance, 

Tis the practice of the great. 



ELIZABETH TOLLET, 

Born 1694. died 1754. 
Is authoress of Poems, and Susanna, a sacred drama. 



Winter Sang. 



Ask me no more, my truth to prove, 

What I would suffer for my love : 

With thee I would in exile go, N 

To regions of eternal snow ; 

O'er floods by solid ice confin'd ; 

Thro' forest bare with northern wind ; ' 

While all around my eyes I cast, 

Where all is wild and all is waste. 

If there the timorous st^ you chase, 

Or rouse to fight a fiercer race, 

Undaunted I thy arms would bear, 

And give thy hand the hunter's spear. 

When the low sun withdraws his light, 

And menaces an half year's night. 

The conscious moon and stars above 

Shall guide me with my wandering love. 




Beneath the mountain's hollow bcow. 
Or in its rocky cells below. 
Thy rural feast I would provide; 
Nor envy palaces their pride; 
The softest moss should dress Uiy bed. 
With savage spoils about Ihee spread ; 
While faithful love the watch should keep. 
To banish danger from thy sleep. 



On a Death's Head. 



Oh this resemblance, where we find 
A portrait drawn from all maokiad, 
Fond lover ! gaze awhile, to see 
What beauty's idol charms shall be. 
Where are the balls that once could dart 
Quick lightning thro' the wounded heart? 
The akin, whose teint could once unite 
The glowing red, and polish'd white ? 
The lip in brighter ruby drest? 
The cheek with dimpled smiles opprest? 
The rising front, where beauty sate 
Thron'd in her residence of state; 
Which, half-disclos'd and half-conceai'd. 
The hair in flowing ringlets veil'd ? 




KLIZABKTH TOLLET. 1 

Tis vaitish'd all! remaint alone 

The eyeless scalp of naked bone ; 

The vacant oibiU sunk wilhin ; 

The jaw that offers at a^ia. 

Is this the object then that claims 

The tribute of our youthful flames? 

Must amorous hopes and fancied bUis, 

Too dear delusions, end in this? 

How high does Melancholy swell ! 

Which sighs can more than language tell ; 

Till Love can only grieve or fear ; 

Reflect a while, then drop a tear 

For all that's beautiful or dear. 



EUZA HAYWOOD. 



The dHugUlcr of a Landan IrBilCimon, and authored of 
varioni «oriu, diiellj noTeU. ilei Betuei/ Thow/hl- 
Itii, it ho* been taid, (nggestfd Madame D'Arhlny's 

M'hen Pope plucod her in t)ic Dunrlud, U 'm proliable t)iat 



he « 



II of n 



peraonal nature, as by iDdignation at the immorality 
of her ewly vritingx, for which, howerer, her later 
works greatly atooed. 



Ximene fearing to be forsaken by Palemon, desires 
he would kill her, 
[From The Tta-labU.] 

If by my words my soul could be exprest, 
You will not wonder at my fond request: 
But in compassion with my wish partake, 
Tis kinder far to kill, than to forsake. 
Tie not long life, but glorious death renowns 
The hero's honours, and the martyr crowns ; 
Laurels acquir'd in youth, in age decay. 
Or by superior force arc torn away. 



KLI2A KAYWOOII. 1B7 

To deck some new-made. haled. Tav-uurite's Wow, 

Who on the noble ruin great does grow. 

A happy end is still the wise man's prayer. 

Death is a safe, a sure retreat from care. 

Should I hve longer, I may lose your love, 

And all the hells of desperation prove. 

But now to die — now, in my joy's high noon, 

Ere the cold evening of contempt comes on, 

Were to die blest ; and baflle cruel fate. 

Which, envious, watches close lo change my state. 

Nay, more, to die for ihee ! and by Ihee loo ! 

Would all my rival's happiness outdo : 

My love would live forever In thy mind, 

And I should pity those i left behind. 

To have those eyes, dear heaven-drest orbs of light, 

Convey soft pity to expiring sight. 

That voice, whose every melting note inspires 

Dissolving languishments, and warm desurs, 

Tun'd to kind, mournful, murmurings at my pain, 

Would give a pride which life could never gain I 

Haste then, thcJoyB of passion to refine. 

Let thro' my breast thy glittering; weapon shine 

Dispel my fears, and keep me ever thine ! 



HEMUliTTA, LADY LUXBORObGH, 



Was lialf-usler U) the fuDOUB Lord Bulingbroke. 

In Dudnle)''* C^llei'tion, wime piiPV«i of poelry a«Tib«d ti 
a Lailt/ nf Qualilg, procteilprl from her pen : une o 
them IB given h«re. A voliime of her letlen tn lUien 
none wai printed in 177S> 



The Balfinch in Town. 

Haiik to the blackbird'^ pleasing note. 
Sweet usher nf the vocat throng ! 

Nature directs his warbiing throal. 
And all that hear, admire the song. 

Yon bulBnch with unvaried tone, 
Of cadence harsh, and accent shrill, 

Has brighter plumage to atone 
For want of hannonif and skill. 

Yet discontent with nature's boon. 
Like man, to mimick art he flies; 

On opera-pinions hoping soon 
Unrival'd he shall mount the skies. 



HENRIETTA, LADY LUXBOROUGH. 

And while to please some courtly fair. 
He one dull tune with labour learns, 

A well-gilt cage remote from air 
And faded plumes, is all he earns ! 

Go, hapless captive ! still repeat 
The sounds which nature never taught ; 

Go, listening fair ! and call them sweet. 
Because you know them dearly bought. 
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Unenvied both ! go hear and sing 
Your studied music o'er and o'er ; 

Whilst I attend th' inviting spring, . 
In fields where birds unfetter'd soar. 



■ PENNINGTON, 



At ths age of twenty-ti 
Farlhlng, n jioor imiu 
hot Blipearpd iu «evera 



:. Her poem TIte Copper 
nn of Th» Sfdtndid Shitling, 
wlleciiom. 



Ode to Morning. 



Hail, roseate Morn! returning light! 
To tKee the aable queen of night 

Reluctant yields her Bway; 
And, as she quits the dappled skies. 
On glories greater glories rise, 

To greet the dawning day. 

O'er tufted meads gay Flora trips ; 
Arabia's spices scent her lips. 

Her head with rose-buds crown'd ; 
Mild Zephyr hastes to snatch a kiss. 
And, fluttering with tlie transient bliss. 

Wafts fragrance all around. 



The dew drops, daughters of the Mom, 
With spangles every bush adorn, 



PENKIXGTOK. \^\ 



And all the broider'd yales ; 
Their voice to thee the linnets raise, 
The lark, soft-trilling in thy praise, 

Aurora, rising, hails I 

While Nature, now in lively vest 
Of glossy green, has gaily drest 

Each tributary plain ; 
While blooming flowers, and blossom'd trees. 
Soft-waving with the vernal breeze, 

Exult beneath thy reign ; 

Shall I, with drowsy poppies crown'd^ 
By sleep in silken fetters bound, 

The downy god obey ? 
Ah, no ! — thro* yon embowering grove. 
Or winding valley, let me rove. 

And own thy cheerful sway ! 

For short-Uv'd are thy pleasing powers : 
Pass but a few uncertain hours, 

And we no more shall trace 
Thy dimpled cheek, and brow serene ; 
Or clouds may gloom the smiling scene, 

And frowns deform thy face. 

So in life's youthful bloomy prime. 
We sport away the fleeting time, 



- PENKINCTOK. 



Regardless of our fete; 
But, by some unexpected blow, 
Our giddy follies we shall know, 

And niourn them when too late ! 



MARY MASTERS, 

Born • • • • died • • • • 

Published Poems, which, as Boswell informt us, were 
corrected by Dr. Johnson. 



To LUCINDA. 



LuciNDA, you in vain dissuade ' ^ 
Two hearts from mutual love. 

What amorous youth, or tender maid, 
Could e'er their flames remove ? 

What if the charms in him I see 

Only exist in thought ; 
Yet Cupid, like the Mede's decree, 

Is firm and changeth not. 



Seek not to know my passion's spring, 

The reason to discover ; 
For reason is an useless thing, 

When we've commenc'd the lover. 



o 



MABY ?>lASTERa. 

Should lovers quarrel with their fate, 

And ask the reason why 
They are condemn'd to dote on that. 

Or for this object die ? 

They must not hope for a reply. 
And this is all they know ; 

They sigh, and weep, and rave, and di 
Because it must be so. 

Love is a mighty God you know, 
That rules with potent sway ; 

An4»when he draws his awful bow, 
We mortals must obey. 

Since you the fatal strife endur'd. 

And yielded to his dart; 
How can I hope to be secur'd. 

And guard a weaker heart ? 



wu tlir wir<' nf a Cnloncl Mulan: her iiame ItHbrr 
muriiuce «u Cunrper. 



IVrws, turitlen in tier Brollier's Coif upon 
Littleton. 

O THOU, who labour' st in this rugged mine, 
May'st tliou to gold th' unpolisb'd ore refine ! 
May each dark page unfold its ba^rgard lirow I 
Doubt not to reap, if thou cBD*st bear to plough. 
To tempt thy care, may, each revolving night, 
Purses and maces swim before thy sigbti 
From hence in times to come, advent'rous deed ! 
May'at thou essay to look and speak like Mead I 
When the black bag and rose no more shall shade 
With martial air the honours of thy bend ; 
When the full wig thy vis^^e shall enclose. 
And only leave to view thy learned nose ; 
Safely may'st thou defy beaux, wits, and icoOert, 
Wliile tenants, in fee-simple, stuff thy cnffery ! r* 



",EY MONTAGU,* 



VbOK Letten every bod; read>, wm the eldent iliu^ter' 1 
□f tbe Dnkfl of KingUon. 



At length, by so much importunity press'd. 
Take, Gong^eTe, at once the inside of my breast. 
This stupid indtfTerence so often you blame. 
Is not owing to natutt, to fear, or to shame ; 
I am not as cold as a virgin in lead. 
Nor is Sunday's sermon so strong in my head ; 
I know but too well how time flies along. 
That we live but few years, and yet fewer are young. 

2. 
But I hate to be cheated, and never will buy 
Long ^ears of repentance for moments of joy. 



LA0V MAHV WORTLKY MONTAOtr. 1(17 

Oh ! Via Ihere a man (but where shall 1 lind 
Good sense and good-nature so equally join'd ?) 
Would value his pleasure, contribute to mine ; 
Not meanly would boost, nor lewdly design ; 
Not over severe, yet not stupidly vain. 
For I would have the power, tho' not give the paiu. 



No pedant, yet learned ; no rake-helly gay. 
Or laughing, because he has nothing to saj; 
To all ray whole sex obliging and free, 
Yet never be fond of any but me; 
In public preserve the deconim that's ja>t. 
And shew in his eyes he is true to bis trust; 
Then rarely approach, and respectfully bow. 
But not fiiliortiely pert, nor foppishly low. 



But when tlie long hours of public are past. 
And we meet with chompagne and a chicken at last, 
May every fond pleasure that moment endear ; 
Be banish 'd afar both discretion and fear ! 
Foigetting or scorning the airs of the crowd. 
He may cease to be formal, and 1 to be proud. 
Till lost in the joy, we confess that we live. 
And he may be rude, and yet I may forgtvu. 
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■ 


And thai my delight may be solidly fix'd, ^| 


Let the friend and the lover b( 


; handsomely miK'i], ^H 


In whose tendei 


ul may confide, ^| 


Whose kindness ca 


me, whose counsel ^H 


can guide. 


■ 


From such a dear lover aa 


« I describe, ^B 


No danger should fright n. 


no rnlUon. should ^1 


briV; 


■ 


But till this astoniiduDg cr 


mlliBow. ^" 



Ab 1 long have liv'd chaste, I will keep mysdf so. 



I never will share with the wanton coquet. 
Or be caught by a vain affectation of wiL 
The toasters and songsten may try ail their art. 
But never shall enter the pass of my heart. 
I loath the lewd rake, the drest fopling despise ; 
Before such pursuers the nice vii^n flies : 
And as Ovid has Eweetly in parable told, 
We harden like trees, and like rivers grow cold. 
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To the Moon. 

Tnor silver deity of secret night. 

Direct my footsteps thro' the woodland shade, 
Thou conscious witness of unknown delight. 

The lover's guardian, and the muse's aid t 

By thy pale beams 1 solitary rove, 

To thee my tender grief confide; 
Serenely sweet, you gild the silent grove. 

My friend, my goddess, and my guide I 

E'en thee, fair queen, from thy amazing height, 
The charms of young Endyroion drew ; 

Veil'd with the mantle of concealing night ; 
With all thy greatness, and thy coldness ttxi. 



A n Answer la a Lady who advised Lady M. W. M. 



You little know the heart that you advise ; 
I view this various scene with equal eyes; 
In crowded court 1 find myself alone. 
And pay my worship to a nobler throne. 
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; since the value of this world 1 knew ; ^^H 

•d the folly, and despis'd the shew; ^^H 

Veil as I can, my tedious part I bear, ^^H 


And wai 


pain or lear. ^^h 


Seldom I mark .. 1 

Not hearing i 

And unc( 

To that &..P « 1 


i« tested way a, ^^^| 
ieoting praise ; ^^H 
fate I trust, ^^H 
and just. ^^^| 


■■ 


^^ 



FRANCES SHERIDAN, 

Bocn 1794, died 1707* 

The mother of Richard Brinsley Sheridan. Her maiden 

name was Chamberlaine. 
Her Sidney Bidduiph was once a popular novel, and her 

romance Nourjahad ttill finds readers. She also wrote 

two comedies. 



Ode to Patience. 



Unaw'd by threats, unmov'd by force, 
My steady soul pursues her course, 

Ccllected, calm, resign 'd ; 
, •S^y* you who search with curious eyes 
The source, whence human actions rise, 

Say, whence this turn of mind ? 

Tis Patience ! lenient goddess, hail ! 
O let thy votary's vows prevail. 

Thy threaten*d flight to stay ; 
Long hast thou been a welcome guest. 
Long reign*d an inmate in this breast^ 

And nil'd with gentle sway. 



Thro' all the rariouB turna of fate, 
Ordain'd me in each several state, 

My wayward lot has known ; 
What taught me si bear. 

To curb the eigh, to checi the t£ar. 

When sorrow weigh'd ■"■ i down ? 

'Twas Patience t temp goddess, stay '. 

For still thy dicta r, 

Nor yield to p&Bsiun h power ; 
Tho' by injurious foes bome down. 
My fame, my toil, my hopes o'erthrown. 

In one ill-tated hour. 

When Tobb'd of what I held most dear, 
My hands adom'd the mournful bier 

Of her I lov'd so well ; 
What, when mute sorrow chain'd my tongue. 
As o'er the sable hearse 1 hung, 

Forbade the tide to swell? 

'Twas Patience I goddess ever calm ! 
O pour into my breast thy balm, 

That antidote to pain ; 
Which flowing from thy nectar'i] urn. 
By chemistry divine can turn 

Our losses into gain. 
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When lick and languishing in bed. 
Sleep from my restless cguch had fled, 

(Sleep which e'en pain beguiles,) 
What taught me calmly to sustain 
A feverish being rack'd with pain. 

And dreas'd my looks in smiles ? 

Twas Patience ! Heaven-descended maid 
Implor'd, flew swiftly to my aid, 

And lent her fostering breast ; 
Watch 'd my sad hours with parent cwre, 
Repell'd th' approaches of despair, 

And sooth'd my soul to rest. 

Say, when dissever'd from his side, 
My friend, protector, and my guide — 

When my prophetic soul, 
Anticipating all the storm. 
Saw danger in its direst form. 

What could my fears control ? 

Twas Patience ! gentle goddess, hear ! 
Be ever to thy suppliant near. 

Nor let one murmur rise ; 
Since still some mighty joys are given, 
Dear lo her soul, the gifts of heaven. 

The sweet domestic lies. 



ANNA, COUNTESS TEMPLE. 

ilW 77. 

The daiighier of TLomu Ctu: in, Eiq. nod viCe of 
Ricliurd, first Earl Templn. tmx WRlpole printed 
n Bmal] voJume of her poet*"" ^4 priv&te preu* 

In Piirii'a edition of the R. N. Author*, ■ pocDi 

entitled The Jeael in Iht 7>HMr in given M the mm. 
poiition uf ihit lady ; ic i«, however, merely ta alters. 
tionofaome verw* vbidi «re to be found in A PHI la 
purgt State- Melanekalji, VJXb. 



Lines sent with a Piece of painted Jiowered Silk, 
to Lady Charles Spbnceb, tohen she com- 
plcdned of being low in Pocket. 

Since the times are bo bad, and are still growing 

You may call this your own without sinking your 

purse. 
The nymphs and fauns say that the pattern Js new. 
And that Flora's gay pencil design'd it, is true : 
It was finish 'd and destin'd for Beaoity's gey queen, 
So to whom it belongs is roost easily seen. 
Tho' flowerets soon wither, yet these will not die, 
When fading, revived by a beam of your eye ; 
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If you only breathe on 'em they'll fill the whole 

room, 
With sweets far surpassing Arabia's perfume. 
Refuse not this trifle, your title is clear, 
And Spencer will vouch it, tho' married a year. 



MARY JONES. 



" Hie Jones I as ufton of our parlies, 

Sie wu B WIS, aud puhliaheil b 

volume ol : tchole, vai a most 

MUiblp, le -wamiui. She wai 

dMer tn i. i, CKanUr of Christ- 

dnirch calhh.— — . Johuion used to rail 

Iter the Chantrttt. I have IkMrd him often addreM 
her in this paauge from II Feiueroao, Thtt., dumtreit 
lift the tcoodM among, I aoo, ^e." — Note on a Letter 
from JtJinaaa to T. Warton in 1767, Bonreirt Ltfe 
<lf Johruan, vol. t. 



An Epistle to Lady Bowybb. 

How much of paper's spoil'd ! what floods of ink I 
And yet how few, how very few can think t 
The knack of writing is an easy trade ; 
But to think well requires — at least a head. 
Once in an ^e, one genius may arise, 
With wit well cultur'd, and with leamiD|^ wise: 
Like some tall oak, behold his branches shoot 1 
No tender scions springing at the root. 
Whilst k)fly Pope erects his laurell'd head. 
No lays, like mine, can live beneath his shade: 
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Nothing but weeds and moss, uiid shrubs arc 

Cut, cut them down, why cumber they the ground ? 
And yet you'd have me write? For what? for 

whom? 
To curl a favourite in a drewing room ? 
To mend a candle when the snuff's too short? 
Or save rappee for chamber-maids at court ? 
Glorious ambition ! noble thirst of fame I 
No, but you'd have me write — to get a name. 
Alasl I'd live unknown, unenvy'd too; 
Tis more than Pope with all his wit can do ; 
"Us more than you, with wit and beauty joia*d, 
A pleasing form, and a discerning mind. 
The world and 1 are no such cordial frieuds; 
I have my purpose, they their various ends. 
I say my prayers, and lead a sober life, 
Nor laugh at Cornus, or at Comos' wife. 
What's fame to me, who pray, and pay my rent ? 
Ifroy friends know me honest, I'm content. 

Well, but the Joy to see my works in print I 
Myself too pictur'd in a mezzo-tint! 
The preface done, the dedication fram'd. 
With lies enough to make a lord asham'd ! 
Thus I step forth; an authoress iu some sort: 
My patron's name? " O choose some lord iit 
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■ " that has money which he does not use, 
" ( you may Salter much, that is, abuse. 
" I'onf'you're nice, and cannot change your note, 
" Ref^rdles ir untrimm'd coat.' 

'•■ Believe m r be worth b groat." 

We' ty matter short, 

1 , at court. 

I stairs, Whitehall, 

iiy h t oc small, 

tixuept one I worth them all. 

I have no business there — Let those attend 
The courtly leree, or the courtly friend. 
Who more than fate allows them dare' to spend. ' 
Ot those whose avarice, with much, craves more. 
The pension'd beggar, or the titled poorl ' 
These are the thriving breed, the tiny great ! 
Slaves! wretched slaves! the journeymen of state! 
Philosophers! who calmly bear disgrace, 
Patriots who sell their country for a place! 
Shall I for these disturb my brains with fhyrae ? ' 
For these, like Bavius, creep, or Glencus, climb? 
Shall I go late to rest, and early rise, - 
To be the very creature I despise ? 
With face unmov'd, ray poem in my hand, 
Crin^ to the porter, with the footman stand ? 

* Hon. MiM Lovelare. 
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Perhaps my lady's maid, if oot too proud. 
Will stoop, you'll say, to wink me from the crowd : 
Wdl entertain me till his lordship's drest. 
With what my lady eats, and how she rests : 
How much she g^ve for such a birth'day govm, 
And how she trampt to every shop in town. 
Sick at the news, impatient for my lord, 
I'm forc'd to hear, nay smile, at every word. 
Tom raps at last, — " His lordship begs to know 
" Your name? your business?" — Sir, I'm not a 

foe; 
I come to charm his lordship's listening ears 
With verses, soft as music of the spheres. 
" Verses l^alas ! his lordship seldom reads: 
" Pedants indeed with learning stuff their heads; 
" But my good lord, as all the world can tell, 
" Reads not even tradesmen's bills, and scorns to 

spell. 
" But trust your lays with me — some things I've 

read, 
" Was born a poet, tho' no poet bred : 
" And if I find iheyll bear my nicer view, 
" I'll recommend your poetry — and you." 
Shock'd at his civil impudence, I start. 
Pocket my poem, and in haste depart ; 
Resoly'd no more to ofler up my wit. 
Where footmen in tlie seat of critics wt. 



3T0 MARY JONES. 

I: hvi« a Lonl* whose great unspotted w>ul. 
Not places, peusiona, ribbons can controul ; 
L'nlac'd, uiipowder'd, almost unobscrv'd, 
F.als not on "aia are starv'd; 

Who. tho' igs ally'd, 

Dares walk ves in coaches ride ; 

Willi mer greatness free, 

Hua bow'd las din'd wilh me ; 

Who, br and early known. 

Hag yet to lea of his own ; 

To titles born, yet heir to no estate, 
And hardei still, too hoitat to be great ; 
If such an one tliere be, well-bred, polite. 
To him I'll dedicate, for him 111 write. 

P«ace to the rest — I can be no man's slave ; 
I ask for nothing, tho' I nothing have. ' 

By fortune humbled, yet not sank so iow 
To shame a friend, or fear to meet a foe. 
HeannesB, in riUions or in rags, I hale ; 
And have not leamt to flatter, even the great 
Pew friends I ask, and those who love ma welt ; 
What more remains, diese artless lines ^all tetl. 

Of honest parents, not of great, I came : 
Not known to fortnoe, quite unknown to fiune, 

■ Right Hon. Neri), Lord Lorriace, who diiid Man aftMr, 
in th« SSth VMT of of hia agt. 
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Fru^l and plain, at no man's cost they eat, 
Nor knew a baker's or a butcher's debt. 

be their precepts ever in my eye ! 

For one has learnt to live, and one to die. 
Long may her widow'd age by Heaven be lent 
Among my blessings! and I'm well content. 

1 «k no more, but in some calm retreat. 
To sleep in quiet, and in quiet eat. 

No noisy slaves attending round my room ; 
My viands wholesome, and my waiters dumb. 
No orphans cheated, and no widow's curse. 
No household lord, for belter or for worse. 
No monstrous sums to tempt my soul to sin, 
But just enough to keep me plain and clean. 
And if sometimes, to smooth the ru^ed way, 
Charlotte should smile, or you approve my lay. 
Enough for me — I cannot put my trust 
In lords; smile lies, eat toads, or lick the dusL 
Fortune her favours much too dear may hold : 
An honest heart is worth its weight in gold. 
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Ode to Health. 

I'he Lesbian lute do more can cbarm, 
Nor my once-panting bosom wann ; 

No more I breathe the tender sigh ; 
Nor when my beauteous awain appears, 
With downcast loot, and starting tears. 

Confess the lustre of his eye. 

With Freedom blest, at early dawn, 
1 wander o'er the verdant lawn, 

And hail the sweet, returning Spring; 
The fragrant breeze, the feather'd choir. 
To raise my vernal joys conspire. 

While Peace and Health tlieir treasures bring. 
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Come, lovely Health ! divinest maid ! 
And lead me thro' the rural shade, 

To thee the rural shades belong : 
Tis thine to bless the simple swain, 
And, while he tries the tuneful strain. 

To raise the raptur*d Poet's song. 

Behold the patient village-hind ! 
No cares disturb his tranquil mind ; 

By thee, and sweet Contentment, blest. 
All day he turns the stubborn plain. 
And meets at eve his iniiant train. 

While guiltless pleasure fills his breast. 

O ever good, and bounteous ! still, 
By fountain fresh, or murmuring rill. 

Let me thy blissful presence find I 
Thee, Goddess ! thee my steps pursue. 
When, careless of the morning dew, 

I leave the lessening vales behind. 



Prayer /or Indifference. 

Oft I've impIoT'd the gods in vain. 
And pray'd till I've been weary : 

For once I'll seek my wish to gain 
Of Oberon the fairy. 

Sweet airy being, wanton sprite, 
Who lurk'st in woods unseen, 

And oft by Cynthia's stiver light, 
Trip'rt gaily o'er the green ; 

If e'er thy pitying heart was mov'd. 

As ancient stories tell. 
And for th' Athenian maid* who lov'd. 

Thou Bought'st a wondrous spell; 



* See Midnunmer Night's Dream. 



deign once more l' exert Uiy power ! 
Haply some berb or tree. 

Sovereign as juice of western flower, 
CooceftU a balm for me. 

1 asL no kind ntani of lore. 

No tempting charm to please ; 

Far from the heart those g'ifts remove, 

That sighs for peace and ease : 

Nor peace, nor ease, the heart can know 

That, like the needle true, 
Tutus at the touch of joy or woe. 

But taming, trembles too. 

Far as tUstresa the soul can wound, 

'Tis pain in caeh degree : 
Tis bliss but to a certain bound. 

Beyond, is agony. 



Then take tliia treacherous sense of n 
Which doo:ns me still to smart; 

Which pleasure can to pain refine, 
To |)ain new pangs impart. 

haste lo shed the eovereig^i balm, 
My shattei'd nerves new string : 




The «ye shall tt 
Tlie heart that melts (br oth^.woe, 
Shall then scarce feel its own ; 

The wounds which. now each moment bleed. 
Each moment then shall close; 

And tranquil days shall still succeed 
To night£ of calm repose. 

O Fairy Elf! but grant me this, 

lliis one kind comfort send. 
And so.may never-fading bliss 

Thy flowery paths attend ! 

So may the glow-worm's glimmering light 

Thy tiny footsteps lead 
To some newregion of delight, 

Uaknowh to mortal tread ! 



eESVILLX. 



217 



And be thy acorn goblet fill'd 
With heaven's ambrosial dew, 

From sweetesty freshest flowers distiU'd, 
That shed fresh sweets for you ! 

And what of life remains for me, 

111 pass in sober ease; 
Half-pleas*d, contented will I be, 

Ckmtent but half to please.* 



* The FtAryU Antnoer to Mr9, GrmiUk^ wami^^tmm 
ptinted with {he above beautiful poem, was written by 
UabcUa, Counten of Cariisle ; who died in 179& 



H 



'iKoimt DaDsarvon. and 
me* Castle, in (he county 
h created an IHih peer.* 
fiomptwiciaiu have Ijeeii 
' friend Cliarlutw Smith. 



Ode to the Poppy. 

(Fim printed In Smith '■ Deimotid.) 

Not for the promise of the labour'd field. 
Not for the good the yellow harvests yield, 

I bend at Ceres' shrine ; 
For dull to humid eyes appear 
The golden glories of the year ; 

Alas ! a melaDcholy worship's mine : 

1 hail the goddess for her scarlet flower I 
Thou brilliant weed. 
That dost so far exceed 

* Nut, honever, till about two monthi after the itrath 



The richest gifts gay Flora cau bestow. 
Heedless I pBSS*d thee in life's morning hour. 

Tliou comforter of woe. 
Till sorrow taught me to confess thy power. 

In early days, when Fancy eheats, 

A varied wreath I wove, 
Of laughing Spring's luniriaQt sweets. 

To deck ungrateful Love : 

The roae, or thorn, my labours cnMra'd, 
As Venus smil'd, or Venus ftowii'd. 

But Love and Joy and all their train are flown ; 
E'en languid Hope no more is mine, 

And [ will sing of thee alone; 

Unless perchance the attributes of Grief, 

The cypress bud and willow leaf. 

Their pale funereal foliage blend with thine. 

Hail, lovely blossom I thou canst ease 

The wretched victims of Disease ; 
Canst close those weary eyes in gentle sleep, 
Which never open but to weep ; 

For oh I thy potent charm 

Can agonizing Pain disarm ; 
Expel imperious Memory from her seal, 
And bid die throbbing heart foi^l to beat. 
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Soul-soolhing plant, that can such blessings give. 
By thee the mourner bears to live I 
By thi^ ''"' Jinnol""" "I'e ! 

try dare, 
f implore, 
om its bondage fly. 



no more Td. me inai. uiuu shoiildst spread 
Thy ipell. afound^my achiag.head^ 
But would conjure thee to impart 
Thy balsam for a .broken heart ! 
And by thy soft Lethean power. 
Inestimable flower ! 
Burst these terrestrial bonds, and other regions try I 



Verses wrillai on seeing her Two Sohs at Viay. 

(la the Mcoad volume of C. Smilh'i Poetiu,) 

Sweet age of blest delusion ! blooming boys. 
Ah ! revel long in childhood's thoughtless joys. 
With light and pliant spirits, that can, stoop 
To follow sportively the, rolling hoop ; . 
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To watch the sleeping top with gay delight. 

Or mark with raptur'd gaze the aoiling kite; 

Or eagerly pursuing Pleasure's call. 

Can find it ceDtr'd in the hounding ball 1 

Alas ! the day will come, when sports like these 

Musi lose their magic, and their power to please; 

Too swiftly fled, the rosy houra of youth 

Shall yield their fairy-charms to mournful Truth ; 

E*en now, a mother's fond prophetic fear 

Sees the dark train of human ills appear; 

Views various fortune for each lovely child. 

Storms for the bold, and anguish for the mild : 

Beholds already those expressive eyes 

Beam a sad certainty of future sighs ; 

Add dreads each suffering tliose dear breasts may 

In their long passage through a world of woe; 
Perchance predestin'd every pang to prove. 
That treacherous friends inflict, or faithless love ; 
For ah 1 how few have found existence sweet, 
Where grief is sure, but happiness deceit • 
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■ nncenu. Al the age 

*• ison, B young lawyer 

ind exlnTB^nt ; ahe 
ey irere soon inTalred 
IB greatMt u > uow appeared on (be 

■Lrige, (co whioh sbe boa turned her thooghta before 
msrrUge,) md played iBrenl characien with mocli 
ftpplaiue. Unfortoiistely, u iliB wu perfomung the 
part of Perdita, faer beaaty attracted the attention of 
a Tei7 illiucrioiu personage. Tot irhoM protectioa ahe 
quittsd tke boards. The ooimaiion vith her royal 
lover luud only about two yean ; bat her wanderinga 
from the path ofvinne did not terminate with it. Her 
poems and noveli, which the notoriety of the authoreM 
nneri rendered popular, shew that she possessed a good 
dealoffancy, and ■ very pleasing fadlityoraimporitlon. 
itf rs. BoUiison was a rignal sufferer from the penonalities 
of Hf. Giflbrd's too Mtgry nmse. Delia Craaca, Amo, 
Anna Matilda, and the rest o[ that Buttering, tinselled 
aew, were undoubtedly St objects of satire, but not of 
the merciless sort with which they were assailed. A 
whip would hare been a suiSdently fonnidable weapon 
to have scared them from the fields of song, but Mr. 
Oiffbrd pursued Iheni with a drawn sword, cut them 
to [riecei, and emlted over the slaughter. 
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SONNET. 



Hioii on a rock, coeval wilh the skies, 

A temple stands, rear'd by Immortal powers 
To CliMtity diviue ! ambrosial flowers 
Twiniag round iciclea, in columns rise, 
Mingling with pendent gems of orient dyes ! 
Piercing the air, a golden crescent towers 
Veil'd by transparent clouds; while smiling 

Shake from their varying wings celestial joys ! 

The steps of spotless marble, scatter'd o'er 
With deathless roses ann'd with many a thorn. 

Lead to the altar. On the Trozen floor. 
Studded with tear-drops pctrilied by scorn, 

Pale vestals kneel the Goddess to adore. 
While Love, his arrows broke, retires forlorn. 



Linet la kirn who mill understand them. 



Ttiou art no more my bosom's friend ; 
Here must the sweet delusion end, 
Tliat charm'd my senses many a year, 
Thrq' amilins tamnien, vriatss iieait — 
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^endahip ! am I doom'd to find, 
Thau art a phantom of the mind? 
A glittering shade, an empty name. 
An air-born vision's vapourish flame ? 
And yet the dear deceit so long 
Has wak'd to joy my matin song, 
Has bid my tears forget to flow, 
Chaa'd every pain, sooih'd every woe; 
That truth, unwelcome to tny ear. 
Swells the deep sigh, recalls the tear. 
Gives to the sense the keenest smart. 
Checks the warm pulsea of the heart, 
Darkens my fate, and steala away 
Each gleam of joy thro' life's sad day. 

Britain, farewell I I quit thy shore. 
My native country charms no more ; 
No guide to mark the toilsome road; 
No destin'd climes ; no fix'd abode ; 
Alone and sad, oidain'd to trace 
The vast expanse of endless space ; 
To view, upon the mountain's height. 
Thro' varied shades of glimmering light, 
The distant landscape fade away 
In the last gleam of parting day : — 
Or, on the quivering, lucid stream, 
To watch the pale moon's silvery beam ; 
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Or when, in sad and plaintive strains. 

The mournful Philomel complains. 

In dulcet notes bewails her fate, 

And murmurs for her absent mate ; 

Inspir'd by Sympathy divine, 

ni weep her woes — for they are mine. 

Driven by my fate, where'er I go, 

O'er burning plains, o'er hills of snow, I 

Or on the bosom of the wave, , 

The howling tempest doom'd to brave. 

Where'er my lonely course I bend. 

Thy image shall my steps attend ; 

Each object I am doom'd to see. 

Shall bid remembrance picture thee. 

Yes ; I shall view thee in each flower, 
That changes with the transient hour ; 

Thy wandering fancy I shall find i^ 

Borne on the wings of every wind ; 

Thy wild impetuous passions trace, , 

O'er the white wave's tempestuous space ; 
In every changing season prove } 

An emblem. of thy wavering love. 

Tom from my country, friends, and you, 
The world lies open to my view ; 



^ 
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New objccU shall my mind engage ; 
I will explore th' historic page ; 
Sweet poetry shall soothe my soul ; 
Philosophy each pang controul '. 
The MuBC I'll seek, her lambent fire 
My sours quick senses shall inspire ; 
With finer nerves my heart shall beat, 
Touch'd by heaven's own Promethean h 
Italia's galea shall bear my song 
In sofl:-link'd notes her woods among; 
Upon the blue hill's misty side. 
Thro' trackless deserts waste and widt;, 
O'er craggy rocks, whose torrents How 
Upon the silver sands below. 
Sweet land of melody ! 'tis thine 
The softest passions to refine ; 
Thy myrtle groves, thy melting strains, 
Shall harmonize and Bootbe my pains. 
Nor will I cast one thought behind, 
On foes relentless, friends unkind ; 
1 feel, 1 feel tlietr poison'd dart 
Pierce the life-nerve within my heart ; 
Tis mingled with the vital heat, 
That bids my throbbing pulses beat ; 
Soon shall that vital heat be o'er, 
Those throbbing pulses beat no more ! 



^ 
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No I I will breathe the spicy gale ; 
Plunge the clear stream, new health exhale ; 
0*er my pale cheek diffuse the rose, 
And drink Oblivion to my woes. 



The Snow-drop. 

The snow-drop, Winter's timid child, 

Awakes to life, bedew'd with tears ; 
And flings around its fragrance mild, 
And where no rival flowerets bloom. 
Amid the bare and chilling gloom, 
A beauteoue gem appears ! 

All weak and wan, with head inclined, 

Its parent breast the drifted snow ; 
It trembles while the ruthless wind 
Bends its slim form ; the tempest lowers, 
Its emerald eye drops crystal showers 
On its cold bed below. 

Poor flower ! on thee the sunny beam 

No touch of genial warmth bestows ; 
Except to thaw the icy stream 



!28 MARY BOBtKSON, 

)Dse little current purls along, 
1 ^ fair and glossy charms among, 

^j ._l,„l .1 » -.y flowB. 

1io ni^hi silky drc'Bs, 

ivery lustre sliui 

ts pride, 
m ^1 died, 

Unshelter'a and unknown! 

No sunny besm shall gild thy grave. 

No bird of pity thee deplore ; 
There shall no spreading branches wave. 
For Spring shall all her gems unfold. 
And revel 'mid her buds of gold. 
When thou art seen no more 1 



Where'er I find thee, gentle flower. 

Thou still art sweet and dear to mi 
For 1 have known the cheerless hour. 
Have seen the sunbeams cold and pale. 
Have felt the chilling wintry gale, 
And wept, and shrunk like thee! 
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My Native Home. 

0'£R breezy hill or woodland glade, 

At morning's dawn, or closing day. 
In summer's flaunting pomp array*d, 
Or pensive moonlight's silver grey, 
The wretch in sadness still shall roam, 
Who wanders from his native home. 

While, at the foot of some old tree, 
As Meditation soothes his mind, 
Lull'd by the hum of wandering bee, 
Or rippling stream, or whispenng wind, 
His vagrant fancy still shall roam, 
And lead him to his native home. 

Tho' Love a fragrant couch may weave. 
And Fortune heap the festive board. 
Still Memory oft would turn to grieve. 
And Reason scorn the splendid hoard ; 
While he beneath the proudest dome. 
Would languish for his native home. 

To him the rushy roof is dear. 

And sweetly calm the darkest glen ; 



le Pomp, and Pride, and Power appear, 
t best, the glittering plagues of men ; 



nh diffii£e ; 
.«.ters foam. 



1 still shall bless my native home 1 



HESTER CHAPONE, 

Bom 1727, died 1801. 

Is well known from her Letter » on the Improvement qf the 
Mind. Her maiden name was M ulio. 



Ode to Solitude. 



Thou gentle nurse of pleasing woe, 

To thee from crowds, and noise, and show, 

With eager haste I fly ; 
Thrice welcome, friendly Solitude, 
O let no busy foot intrude. 

Nor listening car be nigh ! 

Soft, silent, melancholy maid. 
With thee, to yon sequester'd shade. 

My pensive steps I bend ; 
Still at the mild approach of night, 
When Cynthia lends her sober light. 

Do thou my walk attend ! 

To thee alone y my conscious heart 
Its tender sorrow dares impart, 
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And ease my lab'ting breast ; 
To thee 1 trust the rising eigh. 
And bid the tear that swells my eye, 

No longer be suppreat. 

With thee among the haunted groves, 
The lovely sorcereaa Fancy roves ; 

O let me find her here ! 
For she caa time aiid space controul, 
And swift transport my fleeting soul 

To all it holds most dear. 

Ahl no — ye vain delusions, hencel 
No more the hallow'd innocence 

Of Solitude pervert I 
Shall Fancy cheat the precioua hour. 
Sacred to Wisdom's awful power. 

And calm Reflection's part ? 



O Wisdom ! from the sea-beat shore, 
Where, listening to the solemn roar> 

Thy lov'd Eliza* strays, 
Vouchsafe to visit my retreat. 
And teach my erring, trembling feet. 

Thy heaven -protected ways ! 
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O guide me to the humble cell, 
Where Resignation ioves to dwell. 

Contentment's bower in view ! 
Nor pining grief with absence drear. 
Nor sick suspense, nor anxious fear, 

Shall there my steps pursue. 

There, let my soul to Him aspire, 
Whom none e'er sought with vain desire 

Nor lov'd in sad despair ; 
There, to his gracious will divine, 
My dearest, fondest hope resign. 

And all my tenderest care. 

Then peace shall heal this wounded breast. 
That pants to see another blest, 

From selfish passion pure ; 
Peace, which when human wishes rise. 
Intense, for aught beneath the skies. 

Can never be secure. 



-•■J 




rCHESS OF 
IIRE, 



oT Spencer. This bcnu. 
tlfat »ii lisnt star iu the fuliian. 

•ble world, eultlvatsd, and llbenlly patraolied, llterm. 
ture and the arcs. Qibbon sayi, " she vas made far 
•ometliipg better than a dutchen." The rnllowiiig 
poem hai been traiulated into French by the Abbe Dp 
LdUe. 



The Passage of the MoaHtain of Si. Gotkard : 
TO MV CHILDREN. 

1. 

Ye plains, where threefold harvests press the 
ground, 

Ye climes, where genial gales incessant swell. 
Where Art and Nature shed profusely round 

Their rival wonders — Italy, farewell! 
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2. 

Still may thy year in fullest splendour shine ! 

Its icy darts in vain may Winter tfatowl 
To thee, a parent, sister, I consign, 

And winged with health, I woo thy gales to 
blow. 

3. 

Yet pleas'd Helvetia's rugged brows I see. 
And thro' their craggy steeps ddigfated roam : 

Pleas'd with a people, honest, brave, and free. 
Whilst every step conducts me nearer home. 

4. 

I wander where Tesino madly flows, 
From clifT to clifT in foaming eddies tost ; 

On the rude mountain's barren breast he rose. 
In Po's broad wave now hurries to be lost. 



5. 



His shores neat huts and verdant pastures fill, 
And hills, where woods of pine the storm defy ; 

While, scorning vegetation, higher still. 
Rise the bare rocks, coeval with the sky. 
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Upon hJH bBnlcB a favour'd spot 1 found, 

Where tempted to repose ; 

Within a p. ds circled round. 

By «> Stic Beat ! chose. 



Advancin e pace and slow, 

UaconsciouB of the way my footateps prest, 

Sudden, supported by the hills below, 
St. Gothard's summits rose above the rest. 



Midst towering cUSb, and tracts of endless cold, 
Th* industrious path pervades the rugged stone. 

And seems — Helvetia) let thy toils be told — 
A granite girdle o'er the mountain thrown. 



No haunt of man the weary traveller greets. 
No vegetation smiles upon the moor. 

Save where the floweret breathes uncultur'd sweets, 
Save where the patient monk receives the poor. 
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10. 

Yet let not these rude paths be coldly traced. 
Let not these wilds with listless steps be trod, 

Here fragrance scorns not to perfume the waste, 
Here charity uplifts the mind to God. 

11. 

His humble board the holy man prepares, 
And simple food and wholesome lore bestows, 

Extols the treasures that his mountain bears, 
And paints the perils of impending snows. 

12. 

For whilst bleak Winter numbs with chilling 
hand — 

Where frequent crosses mark the traveller's fate- 
In slow procession moves the merchant band. 

And silent treads where tottering ruins wait. 



13. 

Yet midst those ridges, midst that drifted snow, 
Can Nature deign her wonders to display ; 

Here Adularia shines with vivid glow, 
And gems of crystal sparkle to the day. 



93t iOXUIAVA, OVTriTEM OF DEVOKSHtiir. 




Here, Loo, the hoary mountain's brow to grace. 

Five t il state a 

While f y a Btream we trace, 

ige, rolls the rocks 



Hence ek her wedded love, 

And, wilh the Kliine, oenuanic climes explore ; 

Her strevn 1 mark'd, and aajr her wildly move, 
Down the bleak mountain, thro' her cn^y 

16. 
Hy weuy footsteps hop'd for rest in vain, 

Pot steep on steep in rade confusion rose ; 
At length I paus'd above a fertile plain 

That promis'd shelter, and foretold repose. 



17. 
Fair runs the streamlet o'er the pasture green, 

Its margin gay, with flocks and cattle spread ; 
Embowering trees the peaceful village screen, 
And guard from snow each dwelling's jutting 
shed. 
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Iff. 

I 

Sweet vale ! whose bosom wastes and cliffs sur- 
round, 
Let me a while thy friendly shelter share ! 
Emblem of life! where some bright hours are 
found 
Amidst the darkest, dreariest years of care. 

19. 

Delv'd thro' the rock, the secret passage bends ; 

And beauteous horror strikes the dazzled sight ; 
Beneath the pendent bridge the stream descends 

Calm — till it tumbles o'er the frowning height. 



20. 

We view the fearful pass — we wind along 
The path that marks the terrors of our way — 

Midst beetling rocks, and hanging woods among. 
The torrent pours, and breathes its glittering 
q>ray. 

21. 

Weary at length, serener scenes we hail — 
More cultur*d groves o'ershade the grassy 
meads ; 
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The neat, tho' wooden hamleU, deck the vate, 
And Altoif's ^iiea recall heroic deeds. 



22. 
But l1io' no more amidst those scenes I ri 

My fancy long each image shall retain — 
The flock returning to its welcome home — 

And the wild carol of the cow-herd's strain. 



Lucent ia's lake its glassy surface shows. 
Whilst Nature's varied beauties deck its side ; 

Here rocks and woods its narrow waves enclose. 
And there its spreading bosom opens wide. 

24. 
*And hai) the chapel I bail the platform wild I 

Where Tell directed the avenging dart, 
With well-strung arm, that first preserved his 
child. 
Then ning'd the arrow to the tyrant's heart 



* On thia ataniB, Coleridge addreued M the Dutchen 
> very itriking Ode. Vide Sibs/llme Ltan**, p. 344. 



I* 
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25. 

Across the lake, and deep embower'd in wood, 
Bdiold another hallow'd chapel stand, 

Where three Swiss heroes lawless force ¥rithstood9 
And stamp'd the freedom of their native land. 

26. 

Their liberty requir'd no rites uncouth, 

No blood demanded, and no slaves enchain'd ; 

Her rule was gentle, and her voice was truth. 
By social order form'd, by laws restrained. 

27. 

We quit the lake — and cultivation's toil. 
With Nature's charms combined, adorns the way ; 

And well-eam'd wealth improves the ready soil. 
And simple manners still maintain their sway. 



28. 



Farewell, Helvetia ! from whose lofty breast 
Proud Alps arise, and copious rivers flow ; 

Where, source of streams, eternal glaciers rest. 
And peaceful Science gilds the plains below. 




b:orgia>ia, dl'tchess op df.vonshi 



29. 
Oft on ihy rocks the wondering eye ahall gaze, 

Thy valle' I bosom seek — 

There, Natu iesl vork displays, 

Here, on every cheek. 



Hope of n u of my heart ! 

That anxious heart, to each foad feeling trae. 
To you stilt pants each pleasure to impart, 

And more— oh transport) — reach its home 
and you. 



ELIZABETH CARTER, 

Born 1717> dkd 1806. 

The daagliter of I>r. Nicholas Carter, minister of Deal, 
has justly acquired great celebrity by her Translatloii 
of Epictetus. She published a vcitame of poems in 
1702 : her Ode to Wisdom first appeared in Richard. 
8on*s Clarissa. 



Ode to Wisdom, 



The solitary bird of night 

Through the thick shades now wings his flight, 

And quits this time-shook tower; 
Where, sheltered from the blaze of day. 
In philosophic gloom he lay, 

Beneath his ivy bower. 

With joy I hear the solemn sound, 
Which midnight echoes waft around, 

And sighing gales repeat : 
Favourite of Pallas ! I attend, 
And, faithful to thy summons, bend 

At Wisdom's awful seat* 



Kt.tZABETH CARTEB. 

She loves the cool, the silent eve. 
Where no false shows of life deceive, 

] di^uise, 

N , 1 dyes, 



1 giaoB nenils the heart, 

UIssI source ol purer joys: 
In every fomi of beauty bright. 
That captivates the mental sight. 

With pleasure and surprise ; 

To thy unspotted shrine I bow : 
Attend thy modest suppliant's vow. 

That breathes no wild desires : 
But, taught by thy unerring rules. 
To shun the fruitless wish of fools. 

To nobler views aspires. 

Not Fortune's gem. Ambition's plume. 
Nor Cytherea's fading bloom, 

Be objects of my prayer; 
Let avarice, vanity, and pride. 
Those envied, glittering toys, divide, 

The dull rewards of care. 



-^ ^•- -^^ 



£LIZAB£TH CARTER. 245, 

To me thy better ^ifts impart, 
Each moral beauty of the heart. 

By studious thoughts refined ; 
For wealth, the smiles of glad content, 
For power, its amplest, best extent. 

An empire o'er the mind. 

When Fortune drops her gay parade, 
When Pleasure's transient roses fade. 

And wither in the tomb, 
Unchang'd is thy immortal prize ; 
Thy ever-verdant laurels rise 

In undecaying bloom. 

By thee protected, I defy 

The coxcomb's sneer, the stupid lie 

Of ignorance and spite : 
Alike contemn the leaden fool, 
And all the pointed ridicule 

Of uudisceming wit. 

From envy, hurry, noise, and strife, 
The dull impertinence of life. 

In thy retreat I rest : 
Pursue thee to the peaceful groves, 
Where Plato's sacred spirit roves, 

In all thy beauties drest. 




He bade Iltesua' tuneful s' 
Convey thy philosophic theme. 



;ht the sound, 

ions around 



:<entioiis youth 
oiee of truth, 
And felt itii juit conlrol': i 

The passions ceas'd their loud alaims. 
And virtue's soft persuaaire channs 
O'er atl their senses stole. 

Thy breath inspires the poet's song, 
The patriot's free, unbiass'd tongue, 

The hero's generous strife ; 
Thine are retirement's silent joys. 
And all the sweet engaging ties 

Of still, domestic life. 

No more to fabled names confin'd, 
To thee, supreme, «ll-per^t mind, 

My thoughts direct their flight ; 
Wisdom's thy gift, 'and all her force 
From thee dbriv'd, eternal source 

Of intellectual light! 
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O send her sure, her steady ray. 
To regulate my doubtful way, 

Through life's perplexing road ; 
The mists of error to control. 
And through its gloom direct my soul 

To happiness and good ! 

Beneath her clear, discerning eye, 
The visionary shadows fly 

Of folly's painted show : 
She sees, through every hir disguise, 
That all but virtue's solid joys 

Is vanity and woe. 



TO A GENTLEMAN, 

On his intending to cut down a Grove to enlarge 

his Prospect. 

In plaintive sounds, that tun'd to woe 

The sadly-sighing breeze, 
A weeping Hamadryad moum'd 

Her fate-devoted trees. 

Ah! stop thy sacrilegioiis hand, 
Nor violate the shade. 



I F.LIZABETU CAETBB. 

Where nature form'd a silent haunt 
For contemplation's aid. 

Canst thou, the son of science, bred 

Where learned I sis flows, 
Foiget that, nura'd in sheltering groves. 

The Grecian genius rose? 

Within the plantane's spreading shade 

Immortal Plato taught ; 
And bir Lyceum foim'd the depth 

Of Aristotle's thought. 

To Latian groves reflect thy views, 
And bless the Tuscan gloom ; 

Where eloquence deplor'd the fate 
Of Liberty and Rome. 

Retir'd beneath the beechen shade, 
From each inspiring bough, 

The muses wove th' unfading wreaths 
That circled Vii^il'a brow. 

Reflect^ before the fatal axe 

Hy threaten'd doom has wrought; 

Nor sacrifice to sensual taste 
The nobler growth of thought. 



I 
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Not all the glowing fruits that blush 

On India's sunny coast, 
Can recompense thee for the worth 

Of one idea lost. 



My shade a produce may supply, 

Unknown to solar fire ; 
And what excludes Apollo's rage, 

Shall harmonize his lyre. 




Mr*. 



lifted frmii ob»curily ly 
iblithed ber jioenu, aiiil 
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From Clifton Hill. 

Ye silent, Bolemn, strong-, stupendous heights,' 
Whose terror-striking frown the school-boy frights 
From the young daw ; whilst in your rugged breast 
The chattering brood, secur'd by Horror, rest. 
Say, Muse, what arm the lowering brothers cleft. 
And the calm stream in this low cradle left ? 
Coeval with Creation they look down. 
And, sunder'd, still retain their native frown. 
Beneath those heights, lo ! balmy springs arise,! 
To which pale Beauty's faded image flies; 

* St. Vincont'i rocks, between which flawti tlie river 
t The Hot Weill, 
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Their kindly powers fife's genral heat reatare. 
The tardy pulse, whose throbs were almost o'er. 
Here beats a livelier tune. The breejy air 
To tlie wild hills invitea the languid fair; 
Fear not the western gaie, thou timorous maid, 
Nor dread its blast shall thy sol^ form invade ; 
Tho' cool and strong the quickening breezes blow. 
And meet thy panting breath, 'twill quickly grow 
More strong; then drink the odoriferous draught. 
With unseen particles of health 'lis fraught. 
Sit not within the threshold of Despair. 
Nor plead a weakness fatal to the fair; 
Soft term for Indolence, politely given, 
By which we win no joy from earth or heaven. 
Foul fiend ! thou b&ne of health, fair virtue's bane, 
Death of true pleasure, source of real pain! 
Keen exercise shall brace the fainting soul. 
And bid her elack«n'd powers more vigorous roll. 

How thickly cloth'd, yon rock of scanty soil,* 
Its lovely verdure scorns tlie hand of toil. 
Here the deep green, and here the lively plays. 
The russet birch, and ever-blooming bays ; 
ITie rengeful black -thorn, of wild beauties proud, 
Blooms beauteous in the gloom y-chequer'd crowd : 



* Leigh Wood. 
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The barren olm, the useful feeding oak, 
Whose Hamadryad ne'er should feel the stroke 
Of axe relentless, till twice fifty years 
Have rrown'dherwoodlandjoys.iind fruitful cares. 
The poisonous reptiles here their mischiefs bring. 
And thro' the helpless sleeper dart the sting; 
The toad envenom'd, hating human eyes. 
Here springs to light, lives long, and aged dies. 
The harmless snail, slow -jo urn eying, creeps away. 
Sucks the voiiTii;: liew, but shuns the bolder day. 
The long-nos'd mouse, the woodland rat is here, 
The sightless mole, with nicely- pointed ear; 
The timid rabbit hails th' impervious gloom, 
Eludes the dog's keen scent, and shuns her doom. 

Various the tenants of this tangled wood. 
Who skulk all day, all night review the flood. 
Chew the wash'd weed driven by the beating wave. 
Or feast on dreadful food, which hop'd a milder 

grave. 
Hail, useful Channel 1 Commerce spreads her 

wings, 
From either pole her various treasure brings ; 
Wailed by thee, the mariner, long stray'd, 
.Clasps the fond parent, and the sighing maid ; 
Joy tunes the cry ; the rocks rebound the roar ; 
The deep vibration quivers 'long the shore ; 




The merrhant hears, and hails the peeping mast, 
Tlie wave-ilrcnch'd sailor scorns all peril past ; 
Now love and joy the noisy crew invite. 
And clumsy music crowns the rough delighi. 



From a Poem " On Mrt. MoKTAOU." 



Oft as I trod niy native wiliis alone, 
^tron^ ^ists of thought wotild rise, but rise to die; 
The g>ort!i1s of the swelling soul ne'er op'd 
By liberal converse, rude ideas strove 
Awhile Tor vent, but found it not, and died. 
Thus rust the mind's best powers. Yon starry 

Majestic ocean, flowery vales, gay groves. 
Eye-wasting lawns, and heaven-attetn]iting hills, 
Which bound th' horizon, and which curb the view; 
All those, with beauteous imagery, awak'd 
My ravish 'd soul to ecstasy untaught, 
To all the transport the rapt sense can bear; 
But all expir'd, for want of powers to speak ; 
All perJsh'd in the mind as soon as bom, 
Enis'd more quick than ciphers on the shore, 
U'cr which ihe cruel waves unhccdful roll. 



CHiDinTTTJ «MITn, 



'be ilaughter n Em\., nho poBseswd 

eataten in Su a married, when very 

yonng, to fli rfa We«t India mer. 

chant. The iband having proved 

tmproaperoiu, am, buiiui experienced mach hamh 
treumant from hit cnditon, ihand bii imprinnu 
mcnt, and, after KMrie* of mUfortones, died at Tbet. 
ford. Her poemi, novel*, and other worki, which 
irere favourably received by the public, gained her a 



1 



Cbarhitte Smith, eoniidered t» ■ poelau, has been ex. 
celled hj few of her countrywomen. Her Sonnett, 
once very popular, are not framed on the luliao 
model, and exhibit little of concentisted tbought ; but 
they are " most musical, most melancholy," and 
■bonnd with Uuche« of tendemcru, gnce, and beautf. 
Her docriptions of rural scenery, particalarly those In 
her posthuiDoiis volume,* are freah and vivid: and 
her love of botany, from the study of which she de- 
rived the grealflst pleasure, has led her, in several of 
her piecee, to paint a variety of Bowers with a minute- 
ness and a delicacy rarely equalled- 

* Staehg Head, and other Poem. 
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SONNET, 

Written at the Close of Spring. 

The garlands fade that Spring so lately wove, 

Each simple flower, which she had nurs'd in 
dew, 
Anemonies, that spangled every grove. 

The primrose wan, and harebell mildly blue. 
No more shall violets linger in the dell, 

Or purple orchis variegate the plain. 
Till Spring again shall call forth every bell, 

And dress with humid hands her wreaths again. 
Ah, poor humanity ! so frail, so fair. 

Are the fond visions of thy early day, 
Till tyrant passion, and corrosive care. 

Bid all thy fairy colours fade away ! 
Another May new buds and flowers shall bring ; 
Ah! why has happiness — no second Spring? 



SONNET, 
To the Moon. 



Queen of the silver bow ! by thy pale beam. 
Alone and pensive, 1 delight to stray, 
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And watch thy shadow trembling in the stream. 

Or mark the floating clouds that cross thy way. 
And while I eaze. thv mild and placid Ught 



Shads a 


y iroubled breast ; 


An^ "ft i , 


if the night, 


' in " 


led may have rest : 


TV- 1 


rbaps may go. 


Relea 


benignant sphere, 


And the 


>air and woe 


Forget m l...., „ ^ . 


if sorrow here. 



Oh I that I soon may reach thy world serene. 
Poor wearied pilgrim in this toiling scene ! 



On the Departure of the NightingaU. 

Sweet poet of the woods, a long adieu i 

Farewell, soft minstrel of the early year ! 
Ah ! 'twill be long ere thou shall sing anew, 

And pour thy music on the night's dull ear. 
Whether on Spring thy wandering flights await. 

Or whether silent in our groves you dwell, 
The penuve muse shall own thee for her mate, 

And still protect the song she loves so well. 
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With cautious step the love-lorn youth shall glide 
Tliro'the lone brake that shades thy mossy nest: 

And shepherd girU from eyes profane shall liid« 
The gentle bird, who sings of pity best : 

For still thy voice shall soft affections move, 

And still be denr to sorrow, and (o love I 



SONNET. 



8iGiii\n 1 see yon little troop at play. 

By sorrow yet unlouch'd. uidiurt by care. 
While free and sportive they enjoy to-day. 

" Content and careless of to-morrow's fare," 
O happy age! when Hope's unclouded ray 

Light< their green path, and promptslheir simple 
mirth, 
Ere yet they feel the thorns that lurking lay 

To wound the wTetched pilgrims of tlic earth, 
Making them rue the hour that gave them hirth. 

And threw them oa a world so full of pain. 
Where prosperous folly treads on patient worth. 

And to deaf pride misfortune pleads in vain ! 
Ah ! for tlieir future fate liow many fears 
Oppress my heart, and fill mine eyes with tears I 




(HAHLOTTE KMITll. 



SONNET. 



Should the lone wanderer, fainting an his wa)r, 

Rest for a mompt he sultrj hours. 

And, tho'his path th iiorns and roughness lay. 

Pluck the wild rose or woodbine's gadding 
flowers, 
Weaving gay wreaths beneatli some sheltering tree. 

The sense of sonow he awhile may lose ; 
So have 1 sought thy flowers, fair Poesy ! 

So chanu'd my way with Friendship and the 

But darker now grows life's unhappy day, 
Dark with new clouds of evil yet to come, 

Her pencil sickening Fancy throws away, 
And weaiy Hope reclines upon the tomb. 

And points my wishes to that tranquil shore. 

Where the pale spectre Care pursues no more. 



SONNET, 

(From the novel of CekiUmi,) 

Sxtppoied to have fceen written in a Chirchyard, 

over the Grave of a young Woman of Nineteen, 

Oh thou who sleep'st, where hazle bands entwine 
The vemal grass, with paler violets drest ! 
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I would, (weet maid, lliy tiumble bed were mine. 
And mine ihy calm and enviable rest! 

For never more by human ills oppresl, 
Shall thy soft spirit fruitlessly repine : 
Thou eanst not now thy fondest hopes resign, 

Even in the hour that should have made thee blest. 

Light lies the turf upon thy virgin breast ; 
And lingering here, to love and sorrow true. 

The youth who once thy simple heart possest 
Shall mingle tears with April's early dew ; 

While still for him shall faithful memory save 

Thy form and virtues from the silent grave. 



SONNET. 
The Clom-vjorm. 



When, on some balmy-breathing nighj of Spring, 

The happy child, to whom the world is new. 
Pursues the evening moth of mealy wing. 

Or from the heath-bell beats the sparkling dew ; 
He sees, before his inexperienc'd eyes. 

The brilliant Glow-worm, like a meteor, ahine 
On the turfbaiik; — amaz'd and pleas'd he cries, 

" Star of the dcwj- grass, I make thee Quael" 




Then, ere he sleep, collects tlie moisteii'd flower, 
And bids soft leaves his glittering prize enfold. 

And dreams that f"=— '""in illume his bower; 
Yet with the m< ddcrs to behold 

His lucid treasure. as the dust ; 

So turn the World' g] oys to cold and blank 
disgust. 



From Beachj/ Head, a Poem. 

1 ONCE was happy, when, while yet a child, 

I leam'd to love these upland solitudes, 

And when, elastic as the mountain air. 

To my light spirit care was yet unknown. 

And evil unforeseen : — early it came. 

And childhood scarcely past, I was condemn'd, 

A guiltless exile, silently to sigh. 

While Memory, with faithful pencil, drew 

The contrast; and regretting, I compar'd 

With the polluted amoky atmosphere 

And dark and stifling streets, the southern hills 

That to the setting sun their graceful heads 

Rearing, o'erloolc the frith, where Vecta breaks 

With her white rocks the strong impetuous tide. 

When western winds the vast Atlantic urge 

To thunder on the coast — Haunts of my youth ! 
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Scenes of fond day -J ream 3, I behold ye yet I 
Where 'iwaa so pleasant by thy nortliern slopes 
To climb the winding sheep-path, aided oft 
By scatter 'd thorns ; whose spiny branches bore 
Small woolly tufta, spoils of the vagrant lamb 
There seeking shelter from the noonday sun : 
And pleasant, seated on the short so^ turf. 
To look beneath upon the hollow way 

e heavily upward mov'd the labourine; wain, 
aiding slowly by, the sturdy hind 
e bis panting team, stopp'd with a stone 
t grating wheel. 

AdTancing higher still. 
The prospect widens, and the village church 
But little, o'er the lowly roofs around, 
Rean its gray belfrey, and its simple vane ; 
Those lowly roofs of thatch are half conccal'd 
By the rude arms of trees, lovely in spring, 
When on each bough, the rosy-linctur'd bloom 
Sits thick, and promises autumnal plenty. 
For even those orchards round the Norman farms. 
Which, as their owners mark the promis'd fruit. 
Console them for the vineyards of the south, 
Surpass not these. 

Where woods of ash, and beech. 
And partial copses, fringe the green hill foot. 
The upland shepherd rears his modest home ; 
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There wanders by, a little nameless stream 
That from the hi!I wells forth, bright now anil 

clear. 
Or after ta ixture gray, 

But still re ■■ illow course 

The cottae lOi or use designed, 

Yet not c The vine 

Mantles tl ; yet the briar 

Drops fragr the July flowers; 

And paniiet ray'd, and freak'd and mottled pinlcE 
Grow among balm, and rosemary and rue; 
There honeysuckles flaunt, and roses blow 
Almost uncultur'd : some with dark green leaves 
Contrast their flowers of pure unsullied white ; 
Others like Telrat robes of regal state 
Of richest crimson, while, in thorny moss 
Enshrin'd and cradled, the most lovely wear 
The hues of youthful beauty's glowing cheek. — 
With fond regret 1 recollect e'en now 
In Spring and Summer, what delight I felt 
Among these cottage gardens, and how much 
Sach artless nosegays, knotted with a rush 
By village housewife or her ruddy maid, 
Were welcome to me ; soon and simply pteas'd. 

An early worshipper at Nature's shrine, 
I lov'd her rudest scenes — warrens, and heaths. 
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And yellow commons, and birch-sliiided hollows, 
And hedge raws, bordering unfrequeated lanes 
Bower'd with wild roses, and the clasping wood- 
Where purple tassels of the tangling vetch 
With bittersweet, and bryony inweave. 
And the dew fills the silver biadweed's cups — 
I lov'd to trace the brooks whose humid banks 
Nourish the harebell, and the freckled pagil ; 
And stroll among o'ershadowing woods <^becch. 
Lending in Summer from the heats of noon 
A whispering shade ; while haply there reclines 
Some pensive lover of uncultur'd flowers. 
Who, from the tumps' witli bright green mosses 

clad, 
Plucks the wood sorrel with its light thin leaves, 
Heart-shap'd, and triply 'folded, and its root 
Creeping like beaded coral ; or who there 
Gathers, the copse's pride, anemones, 
With rays like golden studs on ivory laid 
Most delicate : but louch'd with purple clouds, 
Fit crown for April's fair but caangeful brow. 

* Tump — si(^ifii3 a Utile t'uiag grminil, aii hillock. 
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The Swallow. 



The goree is yellow on the heaili, 

Tlie banka with speedwell flowers are ^ 
The oaks are budding ; and beneath. 
The hawthorn soon will bear the wreath. 
The silver wreath of May. 

The «elcomc guest of settled Spring, 
The Swallow too is come at last ; 

Just at sunset, when thrushes sing, 

I saw her dash with rapid wing-. 
And hail'd her as she pass'd. 



Come, summer visitant, attach 

To my reed-roof your nest of clay. 
And let my ear your music catch. 
Low twittering underneath the thatch. 
At the gray dawn of day. 

As fables tell, an Indian Sage, 

The Hindostani woods among. 
Could in his desert hermitage. 
As if 'twere mark'd in written page. 
Translate tlie wild bird's song. 
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I wish 1 clid his power poasese, 

That I might learn, fleet bird, from thee> 
What our vain systems only guess, 
And know from what wide wilderuess 

You came across the sea. 

I would a little while restrain 

Vour rapid wing, that I might hear 
Whellier on clouds that bring the rain, 
You sail'd above the western main. 
The wind your charioteer. 

In Afric, does the sultry gale 
Thro' spicy bower, and palmy grore. 

Bear the repeated Cuckoo's tale? 

Dwells there a time, the wandering Rail. 
Or die itinerant Dove ? 

Were you in Asia? O relate. 
If there your fabled sister's woes 

She seem'd in sorrow to narrate ; 

Ur sings she but to celebrate 
Her nupuals with the rose ? 



I would inquire how journeying long 
The vast and pathless oceaii o'er. 



You ply again those pinions strong, 
And come to build anew among 
The scenes you left before ; 

But if, as colder breezes blow, 
Prophetic of the waning year. 

You hide, iho' none know when or how. 

In the cliff's excavated brow. 
And linger torpid here ; 

Thus lost to life, what favouring dream 

Bids you to happier hours awake ; 
And tells, that dancing in the beam. 
The light gnat hovers o'er the stream. 
The May-fly on the lake? 

Or if, by instinct taught to know 

Approaching dearth of insect food ; 
To isles and willowy aits you go, 
And crowding on the pliant bough. 
Sink in the dimpling flood : 

How team ye, while the cold waves boom 

Your deep and oosy couch above, 
The time when flowers of promise bloom. 
And call you from your transient tomb. 
To light, and life, and love ? 



} 
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Aim ! bow little can be known. 

Her sacred veil where Nature draws; 
Let baffled Science humbly own, 
Her mysteries uodentood alone. 
By fftm who gives her laws. 



The Calendar of Flora. 



a lUiMT JUaralt, vol. i.) 



^^B Fair rising from Iter icy couch, 

^^t Won herald or the Dotal year, 

^^t The snow-dmp marks the Spring's approach, 

^^m Ere yet the primrose groups appear, 

^H Or peers the arum from its spotted veil, 

■ 



Then, thickly strewn in woodland bowers, 

Anemones tlieir stars unfold : 
Then spring the sorrel's veined flowers: 
And, rich in vegetable gold. 
From calyx paJe the freckled cowshps bom. 
Receive in Jasper cups the fragrant dews of mom. 

Lo I the green thorn her silver buds 
Expands to Maia'e genial beam : 



1 
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Hotlonia bluabes on the floods ; 
And where the Blowly-lrickling elream 
Mid grass and spiry rusbes stealing glides, 
Her lovely fringed flowers fair Menyanthus hides. 

In the lone copse, or shadowy dale, 

Wild cluEter'd knots of harebells blow, 
And droops the lily of the vale 
O'er vinea's matted leaves "below ; 
The orchis race with varied beauty charm, 
And mock the exploring bee, or fly's aerial form. 

Wound o'er the hedge-row's oaken boughs. 

The woodbine's tassels float in air. 
And, blushing;, the uncultur'd rose 

Hangs high her beauteous blossoms there ; 
Her 6llet3 there the purple nightshade weaves. 
And pale bryonia winds her broad and scallop'd 
leaves. 



To later summer's fragrant breath 

Clematis' feathery garlands dance ; 
The hollow foxglove nods beneath ; 
While the tall mullein's yellow lance 
(Dear to the mealy tribe of evening) towers, 
And the weak gallium weaves its myriad fairy 
flowers. 



Sheltering the cool's or wild-duck's nest, 

And where the timid halcyon hides, 
The willow-herb, in crimson drest. 
Waves with arundo o'er the tides ; 
And there the bright njmphcEa loves to lave. 
Or spreads her golden orbs along; the dimpling 



And thou ! by pain and sorrow blest, 

Papavcr ! that an opiate dew 
Conceal'st beneath thy scarlet vest, 
Contrasting with cyonna blue ; 
Autumnal months behold thy gsuzy leaves 
Bend in the mslling gale amid the tawny sheaves. 

From the first bud, whose venturous head 

The winter's lingering tempest braves, 
To those which, mid the foliage dead. 
Shrink lalest to tlieir annual graves ; 
All are for use, for health, Tor pleasure given. 
All speak in various ways the bounteous hand of 
Heaven. 
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SONG. 
(From Bcachg Head.) 

Let us lo woodland wilds repair. 

While yet the glittering night-dews seem 
To wait the freshly-breathing air, 
Precursive of the morning beam, 
That rising with advancing day. 
Scatters the silver drops away. 

An elm uprooted by the storm, 

The trunk with mosses gray and green. 
Shall make for us a rustic form. 

Where lighter grows the forest scene ; 
And far among the bowery shades, 
Are ferny lawns and grassy glades. 

Retiring May to lovely Juae 

Her latest garland now resigns; 
The banks with cuckoo-flowers are strewn, 
The woodwalks blue with columbines, 
And with its reeds, the wandering stream 
Reflects the flag-flower's golden gleam. 

There, feathering down the turf to meet, 
Their shadowy arms the beeches s])read, 
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While high above our svlvan seat. 
Lifts Uie light ash its aiiy head : 
And later-leav'd, the oaks between 
Extend their boughs of vernal green. 

The slender birvh its paper rind 

Seems ofTering to divided love. 
And shuddering eren without a wind 
Aspins their paler foliage moyc, 
As if some spirit of the air 
Breath'd a low sigh in pas»ng there. 

The squirrel in his frolic mood 

Will fearless bound among the bougha; 
Yaffils laugh loudly thro' the wood. 

And murmuring ring-doves tell their vows ; 
While we, as sweetest woodsceiils rise. 
Listen to woodland melodies. 

And I 'II contrive a sylvan room 

Against the time of summer heat. 
Where leaves, inwoven in Nature's liMtin 
Shall canopy our green retreat ; 
And gales that " close the eye of day" 
Shall linger, ere they die away. 

And when a sear and sallow hue 
From early frosl the hower receives. 
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ril dress the snnd-rock cave for you, 

And fltrcw the floor with h«ath and leaves. 
That you, agaioBt the autumnal air 
May find securer eheltei ;. 

The nightingale will the lase ceas'il 

To aing her moonligh ;renade ; 
But the gay bird with b ling breast, 
And woodlarks still > haunt the shade. 
And by the borders of the -f.-ing 
Reed wrena will yet be carolliag. 

The forest hermit's lonely cave 

None but such soothing sounds shall rench. 
Or hardly heard, the distant wave 
Slow breaking on the stony beach ; 
Or winds, that now sigh soft and low. 
Now make wild music as they blow. 

And then, before the chilling North 

The tawny foliage falling light, 

Seems, as it flits along the earth. 

The footfall of the busy Sprite, 

Who, wrapt in pal^ autumnal gloom. 

Calls up the mist-t>om mushroom. 



Oh I could 1 hear your soft voice there. 
And see you in the forest green, 
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All beauteous as you are, more fair 
You 'Id look, amid the sylvan scene, 
And in a wood-girl's simple guise, 
Be still more lovely in mine eyes ! 

Ye phantoms of unreal delight, 

Visions of fond delirium bom ! 
Rise not on my deluded sight, 
Then leave me drooping and forlorn 
To know, such bliss can never be, 
Unless Amanda lov'd like me. 



Saint Monica. 



Among deep woods is the dismantled site 
Of an old Abbey, where the chanted rite. 
By twice ten brethren of the monkish cowl. 
Was duly sung; and requiems for the soul 
Of the first founder : for the lordly chief. 
Who flourish'd paramount of many a fief, 
Lefl here a stipend, yearly paid, that they. 
The pious monks, for his repose might say 
Mass and orisons to Saint Mdka. 

Beneath the falling archway overgrown 
With briars, a bench remains, a single stone 



^^HIB^I 


^■^U 
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Where sat the indigent, to wait the dole J 


Given at the buttery ; that the baron's soul | 


The poor i"'-** '•-* -^-f—: 


there would rest, i 


Know., by 


th cockles dresl, ^^fl 


And staff an. 1 


^^^1 


The wande 


came there to pray ^^^H 


The imerce i 


■ 


SternR 


^^1 



Have left the windows, ana no mrae appears 
Abbot or martyr on the glass anneal'd : 
And half the falling cloisters are conceal'd 
By ash and elder : the refectory wall 
Oft in the storm of night is heard to fall. 
When, wearied by the labours of the day, 
The half-awaken'd cotters, starling say, 
" It is the ruins of Saint Monica." 



Now with E^jproaching r«in ia heard the rill. 
Just trickling thro' a deep and hollow gill' 
By osiers and the alder's crowding buah. 
Reeds, and dwarf elder, and the pithy rush, 

* GiU ia a vord 4|#>nH>od in nuny parts of Engluul, 
and more paniculaHy in the North, to mean an hollow 
WBl«rcoiirae, or an hollow o^'ershaduwcd with coppice 
and bruihwood, nich aa freiiuently occur iu hilly coun- 



CbtMk'd and impeded : lo tlic lower ground 
■Slowly it creeps ; there traces alill are fuuiid 
Of hollow squares, embank 'd with bcali^ii eUy, 
Where brightly glhtcr'd in the eye of day 
The peopled waters of Saint Monica. 

The chapel pavement, where the name atid date, 
Or monkish rhyme, had mark'd th<; graven plate. 
With docks and nettles now is overgrown ; 
And brambles trail above the dead unknown — 
Impatient of the heat, the straggling ewe 
Tinkles her drowsy bell, as nibbling slow 
She picks die grass among the thistles gmy. 
Whose feather'd seed the light ait bears away. 
O'er die pale relicks of Saint Monica. 

Re-echo'd by the walls, the owl obscene 

Hoota to the night; as thro' the i?y green 

Whose matted tods the arch and Iwitlresa bind, 

Sobs in low gusts the melancholy wind : 

Tlie Conium there, her stalks bedropp'd wiili red, 

Rears, with Cireea, neighbour of the dead ; 

Alrupa loo, that, as the held ants say. 

Shews her black fruit to tempted to betray. 

Nods by the mouldering shrine of Monica. 



Old talcs and legends ar« not quite forgot. 
Still Superstition hovers o'er ihc spot, 



iSHII^HI 


1 
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And tells how here, the wan and reatlesB sprite, 
By some way-wilder'd peasant seen at night. 


Gibbers and 
And how the iru 
Gleaming ami 
And from the 
To the dim a 

The aniiquB 


will appear 
with fearful ray, 
e its wavering way, 
onica. 



A» once, the unrafter'd roof and pathless floor ; 
For now, no more beneath the vaulted ground 
Is crosier, cross, or sculptur'd chalice found, 
Nor record telling of the wassail ale. 
What time the welcome summons to regale. 
Given by the matin peal on holyd&y. 
The villagers rejoicing to obey. 
Feasted in honour of Saint Monica. 

Yet often still, at eve or early morn, 
Among these ruins sha^'d with fern and thorn, 
A pensive stranger ffom his lonely seat 
Observes the rapid martin, threading fleet 
The broken ^rch : or follows with his eye. 
The, wail-creeper Ifcat hunts the burnieh'd fly; 
Sees the newt basking in the sunny ray. 
Or snail that sinuous winds his shining way 
O'er the time-frelted walls of Monica. 
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He comes not here, from the sepulchral stone 
To tear the oblivious pall that Time has thrown, 
But meditating, marks the power proceed 
From the mapped lichen, to the plumed weed, 
From thready mosses to the veined flower, 
The silent, slow, but ever active power 
Of Vegetative Life, that o'er Decay 
Weaves her green mantle, when returning May 
Dresses the ruins of Saint Monica. 

O Nature ! ever lovely, ever new, 

He who his earliest vows has paid to you 

Still finds that life has something to bestow ; 

And while to dark Forgetfulness they go, 

Man, and the works of man — immortal Youth, 

Unfading Beauty, and eternal Truth, 

Your Heaven -indited volume will display, 

While Art's elaborate monuments decay, 

Even as these shatter 'd aisles, deserted Monica ! 



Sister oT tlie late Lor) Cliouin, publiahed in 1S08 " Potmu 
and Tales," iii twi> rulumes. 

Thi'i Tcry romBUtic lady figum in The Seiagenarian 
under the niuii? of EDa : the accotint of bpr til that 
work, I hare good authority for atatinfc, is extremely 



Felix to Stella, on seeing her tveep, on the Anni- 
versary of their First Meeting. 

(Prom my Patloral Bamaace.) 
I. 

All ! why, my Stella, should a tear 

Profane this blest auspicious day? 
Have 1 not lov'd thee many a year? 

And can such passion feel decay ? 
Thou sayat that " man was born to range ! 

" By nature and by custom taught, 
" This strong impulsive wish to change 

" Fills every avenue of thought !" 
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2. 

In vain may yon fair flower disclose 

Its opening beauties to the morn, 
If mortals fear to pluck the rose, 

Lest they should suffer from its thorn ! 
Why wilt thou, trembling for the morrow, 

Scorn what the present can provide ? 
By searching for the thorns of sorrow, 

The flowers of bliss are scattered wide ! 



The Boy and Butterfly. 

Proud of its little day, enjoying 

The lavish sweets kind nature yields. 
In harmless sports each hour employing, 

Ranging the gardens, woods, and fields, 
A lonely Butterfly extending 

Its grateful wing to Sol's warm beams. 
No dreaded danger saw impending, 

But bask*d secure, in peaceful dreams. 
A wandering urchin view'd this treasure 

Of ^udy colours fine and gay ; 
Thoughtless, consulting but his pleasure, 

He chas*d it through the live-long day. 



E1.IZABETH TREFtSIS. 

A iBt the young but sly dissembler 

ppear'd to follow other flies. 
Then, turning, aeiz'd the little trembler. 

Who, a fingers, dies t 

Surpm'd, ' ruin 

HiB reel wrou^t; 

> purauing, 

c ilaim'd a thought,) 

Now inc sorrow 

O'er n La I flow! 

Yet — he'll forget it ere the morrow, 

And deal to others equal woe ! — 
Thus the vain man, with subtle feigning, 

Pursues, o'ertakes, poor woman's heart : 
But soon his hapless prize disdaining, 

She dies ! — the victim of his art. 



From a Valentine. 



When to Love's influence woman yields. 
She loves for life 1 and daily feels 
Progressive tenderness ! — each hour 
Confirms, extends, the tyrant's power! 
Her lover is her god ! her fate ! — 
Vain pleasures, riches, worldly state, 
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Arc trifles all ! — each sacrifice 
Becomes a dear and valued prize, 
If made for him, e'en tho' he proves 
Forgetful of their former loves ! 



Eudoras Lamentation over her dead Child, 

(From a Novel, which the Aothoren dattroyed.) 

At the death of her child, and fifteen months after her 
marriage with Edmond, the unfortunate Eudora dis- 
covers that he is still tenderly attached to her riral, 
Enna, and that she is, herself, the only obstacle to their 
happiness. Full of love and grief, she determines to 
remove that obstacle by suicide. [ 7*^ ejrplanoHon is 
^ Miss TreJiuU.] 

1. 

Make it wide, make it deep, and with moss be 
it lin'd. 
His delicate limbs no rude pebbles shall wound ; 
My babe with its mother in death shall be join'd ! 
Then the lord of my wishes, no longer unkind, 
May shed a fond tear on the grief-hallow'd 
ground. 

Lay it close by my side, 
Lay it close by my side, 
Tis the child of my Edmond! and I — was his 
bride! 
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Who says Uial J munlcr'il llie peace of my love, 
That his I cr's, his hand only 

Hush, hush I 'tis aoi true I — herafiectionto prore, 

His Eudora each obstacle soon will remove ; 

Content for his sake every bliss to resign. 

With my babe on my breast. 

With my babe on my breast, 

My heart's lord ^b11 be happy I andl — beatFestl 

3. 
Then if, hand lock'd in hand, o'er my grave they 
should stray, 
And vanity smile o'er the ruins of love. 
Yet let justice and pity instruct them to say, 
" She merited better, but fate had its way ; 
" And now her pure spirit is soaring above ! 
" With her babe on her breast, 
" With her babe on her breast, 
" Now earth shrinks from her view, and the 
mourner's at rest !" 



HANNAH COWLEY, 

Bom 1743, died 1809. 

This Ruooenftil dramatist was the dau^ter of a Mr. Park* 
house of Tiverton, and wife of a gentleman in the 
service of the East India Company. It is remarkable 
that she had very little pleasure in theatrioal repre- 
sentations. 

Besides her plays, of which the The BeUeU Stratagem stUl 
continues deservedly popular, she wrote *' a gazette in 
rhyme,** called The Siege of Aere^ poems under the 
name of Anna Matilda, &c. 



Marriage, 

(FVom Edwina^ the Huntress^ a Poem.) 

O MARRIAGE ! poweiful charm, gift all divine. 
Sent from the skies, o'er life's drear waste to shine ; 
What splendours from thy bright tiara spring, 
What graces round thy chasten'd footsteps cling I 
Vengeance will surely crush the idiot land,* 
That drags the sceptre from thy hallow'd hand, 

* France, during the Revolution. 
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Thai dares to trannjle on 
And nuptial perfidy, una 


thy holy rites, 
w'd, invites. 


The weeping wc 
From thee deriven i 




olace owes, H 
« repose: ■ 


Not the cold com 




terest twines, ■ 


Not that whi 
Is Marriage 
Binds tho 




a trembling sigiis, H 
polish'd chain ■ 
B bosom reigm ; 1 


'TIS when 




ecstatic whole, '^ 



One sweetly blended wish, one sense, one soul I 
This was the gift the esil'd seraph curst, 
When from hell's blazing continent he burst; 
Eden's full charms lie saw, without a groan, 
Tho' Nature there had fix'd her gorgeous dironc ; 
Its rich ananas, and its aloes high, 
Whose forms pyramidal approach'd the sky, 
Its towering palms with luscious clusters crown'd, 
Its shrubs, whose perfumes fill'd the region round ; 
Its streams pellucid, and its bowers of shade. 
Its flowers, that knew to bloom, but not to fade ; 
Its orb, that gave the new-created day. 
Night's lunar bow, that sooth 'd with tender ray ; 
Its fields of wavy gold, its slopes of green. 
By the fell fiend without a pang were seen — 
'Twasthen fierce rancour seiz'd the demon's breasl, 
When, in the married pair, he felt mankind were 
blest I 



ANNA SEWARD, 



Widi whiKc Elfgfoti Cook — MoTUidf/ on Andri — Lottiia 
— uid Smimli — the mden of poetry iluring tliv 
but pnieratiiin were ttmiiiariy acqiuualnl, — wu tlie 
daughter of the Rev. Tbumu S«wvi], Rector of Eyom 

tin Dcrli^ire, Prebcndwy of SalUbury, and Canon 
Residentiary oT LitcliWd. Her paantm fur poetr)', 
which iheved itwlf Id diililhoud, her father at firal 
enmuraged ; but her mother bdng greatly alwrmed Ital 
. ibeir daughter >hi>uld luru out a literary bdy, he after. 
t warda Maied tii countenance it. When Bli» Seward 
waa of an Mgr to chanae her osn atudiiH, ihe became 
a prufeatol votary of the Miuea — During abmat ber 
whole life, «he redded at LitcbfieU. 
That the pocmi of Anna Seward, which an now foquMlcn, 
■bould have eidled much contemporary adnuralion, 
uend DM Mupriae lu, if we coniider that lliey were 
puhliihed at a period when Hayley'i Trinmpht iff 
Ttmpgr wa* oWenied a work ot fifM-ralc ability. By 
thi* remark, hcFwvrgr, 1 do not nam tv inainuale that 
bar writing* uarceiy riw above mediomly. She was 
endowed with cooaiderable genius, and with an ample 
portion of ibai tiiie enthudaiia, whldi KnetimM ma; 
br mlnaken for it ; but her taste wa* tar fiua gaud, 
and her niiiQeruii* prwductioni (a f«w excepted) are 
diaCgural by Sand iinumcut and rlaborstc mi^ul- 



m axna seuaku. 

ficence. — The piei-m ivhicb >lie lim 
beloTeil Hotiuni, and her alliuiitus ti 
cnsturr, arstlered thnnigh variout pnenu, bi 
•eiuibility and mniublc ■% 



Writlen JuoeI7<ifl. 

Afi, lovely Litchfidd! that so long hast shone 
In blended charms, peculiarly thine own ; 
Stately, yet rural; thro' thy choral day, 
Tho' shady, cheerful, and tho' quiet, gay; 
How interesting, how lov'd, from year to year. 
How more than beauteous did thy scenes appear ! 
Still, as the mild Spring chaa'd the wintry gloom, 
Devolv'd her leaves, and wak'd her rich perfume. 
Thou, with thy fields and groves around thee 

spread, 
Lift'st, in unlessen'd' grace, thy spiry head ; 
But many a lov'd inhabitant of thine 
Sleeps where no vernal sun will ever shine. 

Why fled ye all so fast, ye happy hours. 
That saw Honora's* eyes adorn these bowers ? 

* Honors Sneyd, the olijecl of Major Andre's attach. 
ment, aTtcr wards Mn. £dgewurth. — Editor. 



I'licae darling bower«, that much she lov'd lo hail. 
The spires, she called " the Ladies of the Vale !" 

Fairest, and best ! — Oh ! can 1 e'er forget 
To thy dear kindness my eternal debt ? 
Life's opening paths how tenderly it smcxith'd. 
The joys it heightened, and the pains it sooth'd? 
No, no ! my heart its sacred memory bears, 
Bright mid the shadows of o'erwhelming years ; 
When misls of deprivation round me roll, 
Tis the soft sunbeam of my clouded soul. 

Ah, dear Honora ! that remember'd day. 
First on these eyes when shone thy early ray ! 
Scarce o'er my head twice seven gay springB had 

gone, 
Scarce five o'er thy unconscious childhood flown. 
When, fair as their young flowers, thy infant fiwne 
To our glad walls an happy inmate came. 
O summer morning of unnvall'd light! 
Pate wrapt tliy rising in prophetic while! 
June, the bright month, when Nature joys lu wear 
The Irvery of the gay, consummate year. 
Gave that envermeil'd day-spring all h<;r~|>owers, 
Gemm'd the light leaves, and glow'd uihio tlic 




Bade her plum'd tiutions hail the rosy ray 
Willi warbled oriaona from every spray. 
Purpurea! TomtiP nnf m thp.. belong 
More poigi nore jocund song. , 



ve hymn decree, 
I uud their source tu 



Thrice ha; 
Gave " futui. 
Weil may her sir 
Whose sweetest plea 

thee: 

The purest, best that memory explores, 
Safe in the past's inviolable stores. — 
The ardent prepress of thy shining hours 
Beheld me rove thro' Litchfield's verdant bowers. 
Thoughtless and gay, and volatile and vain, 
Circled by nymphs, and youths, a frolic train; 
Tho' conscious that a little orphan child 
Had to qiy parents' guidance, Icind and mild. 
Recent been summon 'd, when disease and death 
Shed dark stagnation o'er. her mother's breath. 
While eight sweet infants' wailful cries deploie 
What not the tears of innocence restore ; 
And while the husband mouni'd his widow'd doom. 
And hung despondent o'er the closing tomb. 
To us this loveliest scion he consign'd. 
Its beauty blossoming, its opening mind. 
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Hii heanfelt lois had drawn my April tears, 
But childish, womanish, ambiguous years 
Find all their griefs as ^iinishing as keen. 
Youth's rising sud soon gilds the showery scene. 

On the expected trust no ttiought 1 beet, 
Unknown the day, unheeded the event. 
One sister dear, from spleen, from falsehood free, 
Rose to the verge of womanhood with me ; 
Gloom'd by no envy, by no discord JMrr'd, 
Our pleasures blended, and our studies shar'd ; 
And when with day and waking thoughts they 

clos'd. 
On the same couch our agile limbs repos'd. 

Amply in friendship by her virtues blest, 
I gave to youthful gaiety the rest ; 
Considering not how near the period drew, 
When that transplanted branch should meet our 

Whose intellectual fruits were doom'd to rise. 
Food of the future's heart-expanding joys ; 
Bom to console me when, by Fate severe. 
The Much Belov'd* should press a timeless bier, 

• HiM Suah Seward, vhu died in bcr IWh jrtsM-, Uid 
OB tbe ere of marnmgr. 





My friend, my sister, from my anns be toro, 
Sickening and sinking on her bridal morn ; 
While Hym— ■""""*:""■ *■'""• this mouriiful dome, 
Should dro[ cb upon her tomb. 



Twaa e tting glory drest, 

1 td be crimEon west ; 

Mj singing thee, 

^ u— ■ g it rose to me, 

When on the wing ol circlmg seasons borne. 
Annual I hail'd its consecrated mom. 

In the kind interchange of mutual thought. 
Our home myself, and gentle sister sought; 
Our pleasant liome,* round which th* ascending 

gale 
Breathes all the freshness of the sloping vale ; 
On her green verge the spacious walls arise, 
View her fair fields, and catch her balmy sighs ; 
See her near hills the bounded prospect close, 
And her blue lake in glassy breadth repose. 

With arms entwin'd, and smiling as we talk'd. 
To the maternal room we careless walk'd, 



J 



■ The fiisbop's Palace at Litchfield. 
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Where sat iu honour'd mistress, and with einile 

Of love indulgent, from a floral pile 

Tlie gayest glory of the summer bower 

Cull'd for tlie nQw-a.rriv'd, — Uie human flower, 

A lovely infaat-girl, who pensive stood 

Close to her knees, and charm'd us as we view'd. 



O ! hast thou mark'd the Summer's budded rose, 
When mid the veiling moss its crimson glows ? 
So bloom'd the beauty of that fairy form. 
So her dark locks, with golden ttngi-s warm, 
Pluy'd round the timid cnrve of that white neck, 
And sweetly shaded half lier blushing cheek. 
O ! hast thou seen llie star of eve on high. 
Thro' the soft dusk of Summer's balmy sky. 
Shed iia green light,* and in the glassy stream 
Eye the miid reflex of its trembling beam ? 
So look'd on us with tender, bashful gaze. 
The destin'd charmer(Of our youthful days; 
Whose soul its native elevation join 'd 
To the gay wildnessof the infant mind. 
Esteem and sacred confidence impress'd. 
While our fond arms the beauteous child caress'd. 



* The liuire of the brighlnt aC the lUn (ibj^ MIh 
Siward, in ■ note on her Xcitid SiiniirL,) alvayt appouvd 
to me of a grwn hue ; anit ihf y trr to ilewribtd l.i Owisn. 




Dear Sensibility ! how soon thy giow 

Oy'd that fair cheek, and gleam'd from that youug 

How early, Generosity, you taught 
The warm disdain of every groveling thought, 
Bound sweet Honora, e'en in infant youth. 
Shed the majestic light of gpotlcss truth ; 
Bid her for others' sorrow pour the tear. 
For others' safety feel th' instinctive fear; 
But for herself, scorning the impulse weak. 
Meet every danger with unaltering cheek ; 
And thro' the generally unmeaning years 
Of heedless childhood, to thy guardian cares. 
Angelic Friendship, her young moments give. 
And, heedless of herself, for others live. 



Time Past. 

Wrillen, January 1773. 

Return, blest years! when not the jocund 

Spring, 
Luxuriant Summer, nor the amber hours 
Calm Autumn gives, my heart invok'd, to bring 
Joys, whose rich balm o'er all the bosom pours ; 
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When ne'er i wigli't] miglit grace thedostngdiiy, 
One Uni purpurea), or one golden ray ; 
When the loud storms, that desolate the bowers, 
Pound dearer wetconie tlian Favonian gales. 
And Winter's bare, bleak fields than Summer's 
flowery vales. 

Yet not to deck pale hours with vain parade, 
Beneath the blaiie of wide-illumin'd dome; 
Not for the bounding dance; — not to pervade 
And charm the sense with music; — nor, as 

The mimic passions o'er tlieairic scene. 
To laugh, or weep ; — O ! not for these, I ween. 
But for delights, that made the heart tlietr home. 
Was the grey night-frost on the sounding plain 
More than the sun invok'd, that gilds the grassy 
lane. 

Yes, for the joys that trivial joys excel, 
My lov'd HoDora, did we hail the gloom 
Of dim November's eve ; — and, as it fell. 
And the bright fire shone cheerful round the 

Dropt the warm curtains with no tardy hand, 
And felt our spirits and our hearts expand : 
Listening their steps, who still, where'er they 



Make the keen stars, that gliue the settled snows. 
More than the sun invok'd when first he tints the 



Affection — Frii 



iympathy, — your 



hearth; — and ye were ours, j 
made them all our own. I 
ow? — alasl their choicest 



Is Winter's glowii 
Thy smile, Honoi 
Where are they 

powers 
Faded at thy retreat ; — for thou art gone, 
And many a dark, long eve I sigh alone. 
In thriU'd remembrance of the vanish'd hours. 
When storms were dearer than the balmy gales. 
And the gray barren fields than green luxuriant 



From an Invocation to the Genius of Slumber. 

Written Oclober 1787. 

Once, as the taper's steady light convey'd 
Upon the white expanse the graceful shade 
Of sweet Honora's face, the traces fair 
My anxious hand pursu'd, and fix'd them there ; 
To throw, in spite of Fate's remorseless crimes, 
Soft, soothing magic o'er succeeding times. 



ANNA SEWARD. 295 

For this dear purpose, near my couch I plac'd 
The shade, by Love assiduously trac'd ; 
And, while no sullen curtain drops between. 
The image consecrates the sombrous scene ; 
Serenely sweet, it stands, — at mom, at ere. 
The first, last object these fond eyes perceive. 
And still my heart, and oft my lips address 
The shadowy form of her who liv*d to bless. 



SONG. 

From thy waves, stormy Lannow, I fly; 
From the rocks, that are lash'd by their tide ; 
From the maid, whose cold bosom, relentless as 

they, 
Has wreck'd my warm hopes by her pride ! 
Yet lonely and rude as the scene. 
Her smile to that scene could impart 
A charm, that might rival the bloom of the vale — 
But away, thou fond dream of my heart ! 

From thy rocks, stormy Lannow, I fiyi 

Now the blasts of the winter come on. 

And the waters grow dark as they rise ! 

But 'tis well ! — they resemble the sullen disdain 

That has lower'd in those insolent eyes. 
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S e were the aighs they represt, 
L>j ley rose in the days that are flown 1 
Ah, raiph 1 unrelenting and cold as thou art. 
My spii_ vn! 

F« ly Lannow, I fly ! 

Lo I tbt ate spread 

To€ their flight; 

A iCm a gloomy retreat 

From me ws of night; 

Like them, to the home of my youth, 

Like them, to its shades I retire; 

Receive me, and shield my vex'd spirit, ye groves. 

From the pangs of insulted desire ! 

To thy rocks, stonny Lannow, adieu ! 



4 



From cm Elegy on Captaik Cook. 

Sat first, what Power inspir'd his dauntless breast 
With scorn of danger and inglorious rest. 
To quit imperial London's gorgeous domes. 
Where, deck'd in thousand tints, young Pleasure 

In cups of summer-ice her nectar pours. 

Or twines, mid wintry snows, her roseate bowers ; 
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Where ibc warm Orient loads Britannia's gales 
With all the incense of Sabeean voles; 
Where soft Italia's silken sons prolong 
Tlie lavish cadence of the artful aong; 
Where Beauty moves vritli fascinating grace, 
Calls the sweet blush to wanton o'er her face. 
On each fond youth her soft artillery tfies, 
Aims the light smile, and rulU the frolic eyes : 
What Power inspir'd his dauntless breast to brave 
The scorch 'd Equator, and th' Antarctic wave ? 
Clime»,where fierce sunsincloudleu ardours shine, 
And pour the dazzling deluge round tlie Line ? 
Tike realms of frost, where icy mountains rise. 
Mid the pale summer of the polar skies '. 
It was Benevolencel — on coasts unknown. 
The shivering natives of the frozen zone, 
And the swart Indian, as he faintly strays 
*' Where Cancer reddens in the solar blaze," 
She bade him »eek; — on each inclement shore 
Plant the rich seeds of her exhaustless store : 
Unite the savage hearts and hostile hands 
in the finu compact of her gentle bands ; 
Strew her soft comforts o'er the barren plain. 
Sing her sweet lays, and consecrate her fane. 



Lovely Benevolence I — nymph divine I 
1 see thy light step print the burning Line I 
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T icid eye the dubious pilot guides, 
1 lint oar struggling with the scalding tides. 
On as tUou leadst the bold, ibe glorious prow. 
Mild, and ping sunbeams g 

Now weak n'd lustres play. 

As round i timid day ; 

Barb'd , the driving hail, 

Rusi ! polar gale ; 

Hit lingering hours, 

Wide o'e 3nl Horror lowers. 

Gay Eden of the south, thy tribute pay. 
And raise, in pomp of woe, thy Cook's Morai ! 
Bid mild Omiah bring his choicest stores. 
The juicy fruits, and the luxuriant flowers; 
Bring the bright plumes, that drink the torrid ray. 
And strew the lavish spoil on Cook's Morai ! 
Come, Oberea, hapless fair one ! come 
With piercing shrickB bewail thy Hero's doom ! — 
She comes! — she gazes round with dire survey ! — 
Oh ! fly the mourner on her frantic way. 
See, see ! the pointed ivory wounds that head 
Where late the Loves impurpled roses spread : 
Now stain'd with gore her raven tresses flow. 
In ruthless negligence of maddening woe ; 
Loud she laments ! and long the Nymph shall stray 
With wild unequal step round Cook's Mont i 
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But eh '■ — alol\ on Albion's rocky steep, 
lliat frowns incumbent o'er the boiling deep. 
Solidloua, and sad, a softer form 
Eyes the lone flood, and deprecates the storm. 
Ill-fated Matron ! — far, alas ! in vain 
Thy eager glances wander o'er the main ! 
'Tis the vex'd billows, that insurgent rare, 
llieir white foam silvers yonder distant wave, 
Tis not his sails! — thy Husband comes no more ) 
His bones now whiten an accurse<l shore ! 
Retire, — for hark! the sea-gull shrieking soars, 
The lurid atmosphere portentous lowers ; 
Night's sullen spirit groans in every gale, 
And o'er the waters draws the daricling veil. 
Sighs in thy hair, and chills thy tliTobbing breast. 
Go, wretched Mourner ! weep Uiy griefs to rest ! 
Yet, tho' thro' life is lost each fond delight, 
Tho' set thy earthly sun in dreary night, 
Oh I raise thy ttioughls to yonder starry plain. 
And own thy sorrow sellish, weak, and vain ; 
Since, while Britannia, to hia virtues just, 
Twines the bright wreadi, and rears th' immortaJ 

bust; 
While oil each wind of heaven his faine shall rise 
III endless incense to the smiling skies ; 
Til" Attendant Power, that bade his sails eijiand, 
And waft her blessings to each banen land. 
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Now raptur'd l>ears liim to the immortal plains, 
Where Mercy hails hUn with coDgetiial strains ; 
Where soarr ~- ' — '-—'-■•- plume, his spirit free, 
And angels le wails for thee. 



Lo vith Eugenia. 

(rnnn ^.xh..., .iral Novel.) 

Now expectation's fervour rose, to hail 

The youthful master of this quiet vale. 

My blooming brother — from Oxonia's towers. 

Who sought, with tender haste, his native bowers. 

'Twa3 noon, and ripea'd Summer's fervid ray 

From cloudless ether shed oppressive day. 

As on this shady bank I sat reclin'd. 

My voice, that floated on the waving wind. 

Taught the soft echoes of the neighbouring plains 

Milton's sweet lays, in Handel's matchless strains. 

Presaging notes my lips unconscious try. 

And murmur — " Hide me from day's garish eye !" 

Ah ! blest, had Death beneath his sable shrine 

Hid me from all the woes that since were mine I 
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Beneath my trembling fingers lightly rung 
The lute's sweet chords, responsive while I sung. 




1 SEWA 



DO I 



Fuint in the yellow broom the oxen lay. 
And the mute birds sat lao^id on the spray; 
And nought was heard, around the noontide bower, 
Save, that the mountain bee, from flower to flower, 
Seem'd to prolong, with her assiduous wing. 
The sod Tibration of the tuneful string; 
While the fierce skies flani'd on the shrinking rilU, 
Anil sultry silenee brooded o'er the hills I 
As on my lip the lingering cadence play'd, 
My brother gaily bounded down the glade. 
And, while my looks the iire of gladness dart. 
With ardour press'd me to his throbbing heart; 
Then to a graceful stranger tum'd, whose feet. 
With steps less swift, my coyer welcome meet. 
O'er his fiue form, and o'er his glowing fnce, 
Youth's ripen'd bloom had shed its richest grace : 
Tall as the pine amidst inferior trees. 
With all the liending osier's pliant ease. 
O'er his fair brow, the fairer for their shade, 
Locks of the warmest brown luxuriant play'd. 
Blushing he bows I — and gentle awe supplies 
Each flattering meaning to his downcast eyes; 
Sweet, seiioQS, tender, those blue eyes impart 
A thousand dear sensations to the heart ; 
Mild as the evening star, whose shining ray 
Soft in the unruffled water seems (o play : 




And when he speaks — not music's thrilling (wtfefjl 
No, not the vocal mistress of the howor. 

When slow sh '-'-,Jrom the blossom'd spraf/fl 

In liquid blanuiHiiment, her evening lay. 

Such soft insinuating s' 

Ab from that ?oice in utelting accent flows ! 



SONNET 
To the departing Spirit of an alienated Friend. 

EVER dear! thy precious vital powers 
Sink rapidly ! — the long and dreary night 
Brings scarce an hope that mom's returning light 

Shall dawn for thee ! In such terrific hours, 
When yearning fondness eagerly devours 

Each moment of protracted life, his flight 
The rashly-chosen of thy heart has ta'en. 

Where dances, songs, and theatres invite. 
Expiring sweetness ! with indignant pain 

I see him in the scenes where laughing glide 
Pleasure's light forms ; — see his eyes gaily glow, 

Regardless of thy life's fast ebbing tide ; 

1 hear him, who should droop in silent woe. 

Declaim on actors, and on taste decide! 
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SONNET. 
Subject of the preceding Sonnet continued. 

Behold him now his genuine colours wear. 
That specious false one, by whose cruel wiles 
I lost thy amity ; saw thy dear smiles 

Eclips'd ; those smiles, that us*d my heart to cheer, 

Wak'd by thy gprateful sense of many a year, 
When rose thy youth, by Friendship's pleasing 

toils 
Cultur'd ; — but dying ! — O ! for ever fade 

The angry fires. — Each thought, that might 
upbraid 

Thy broken faith, which yet my soul deplores. 
Now as eternally is past and gone 
As are the interesting, the happy hours. 

Days, years, we shared together. They are flown ! 
Yet long must I lament thy hapless doom. 
Thy lavish*d life, and early-hasten'd tomb. 



SONNET. 

Decetnber Morning ^ 1782. 

I LOVE to rise ere gleams the tardy light, 

Winter's pale dawn ; — and as warm fires illume 




And cheerful tapers shine around the room. 
Thro' misty windows bend my musing sight, 
Where, round the duakv lawn, the mansions white, 



Withshuttf untlytbro'tbe gloom. 

That alow i <n gray spires assume. 

Rising fror" ut added height 

By indistu tien to decree 

The gi ;od, ere they unfold 

To Frieni or seek with glee 

Wisdom's rich pa^-. J hours! more worth 
than gold. 
By whose blest use we lengthen life, and free 

From drear decays of age, outlive the old ! 



The Grave of Yotilk. 
When life is hurried to untimely close, 
In the years of crystal eyes and bumish'd hair, 
Dire are the thoughts of death ; — eternal parting 
From all the precious soul's yet known delights. 
All she had clung to here; — from youth and hope. 
And the year's blossom'd April; — bounding 

strength. 
Which had out-leap'd the roes, when morning suns 
Yellow'd their forest-glade ; — from reaper's shout 
And cheerful swarm of populous towns; — from 

Time, 
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Which tells of joys forepast, and promises 
The dear return of seasons, and the bliss 
Crowning a fruitful marriage ; — from the stores 
Of well-engrafted knowledge; — from all utter* 

auce, 
Smce, in the silent grave, no talk ! — no music 1-^ 
No gay surprise, by unexpected good. 
Social, or individual ! — no glad step 
Of welcome friend, with more intenseness listened 
Than warbled melody ! — no father's counsel I — 
No mother's smile ! — no lover's whispered vow I — 
There nothing breathes save the insatiate worm, 
And nothing is, but the drear altering corse, 
Resolving silently to shapeless dust. 
In unpierc'd darkness and in black oblivion. 




1 1 hATe DDt met witli any 

lesru boin the notca to 

1 w daughter of the R«v. 

the died in her 3Tth year. 

cdT«d In th« true ipirit of iKWtry; while over the 
wbcdeoompodtlan la ipread the ridieit glow of purified 



Pmtcem carritd by Ztravna Iv the Iiiand iff PUature — 
7*Ae Paiaet of LarE—Bimguti itf Lora — Marriage 
V CvriB and Psicat. 

When lo ! a g«ntle breeze began to rise, 
Breath'd by obedient Zephyrs round the maid, 
Fanning her bosom with its sofleat sighs. 
Awhile among her fluttering robes it stray'd. 
And boldly sportive, latent channs display'd : 
And then, as Cupid will'd, with tendercst care 
From the tall-rock, where weeping she was laid 



With gliding motion ihro' die yielding air 
To Pleasure's blooming isle their lovely charge 
they bear. 

On the green bosom of the turf reclin'd, 
They lightly now the utonish'd vii^n lay. 
To placid rest they soothe her troubled mind : 
Around her still with watchful care they stay, 
Around her still in quiet whispers play; 
Till lullii^ slumbers bid her eyelids close, 
Veding with silky fringe each brilliant ray, 
Whde soft tranquillity divinely flowa 
O'er all her soul serene, in visioiu of repose. 

Refresh 'd she rose, and all enchanted gaz'd 
On the tare beauties of tht; pleasant scene : 
Conspicuous far, a lofty palace blaz'd 
Upon a sloping bank of softest greeu ; 
A fairer edifice was never seen ; 
The higfa-raog'd columns own no mortal hand. 
But seem a temple meet for Beauty's queen ; 
Like polish'd snow the marble pillars stand 
io grace-attemper'd majesty sublimely grand. 

Gently ascending from a silvery Sood, 
Above the palace rose the shaded liiU, 
The lofty eminence was crown'd with wood. 
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And the rich lawns, adorn'd by nature's skill. 
The passing breezes with their odours fill ; 
Here ever of orange glow. 

And here :h from their leaves 



distil 



ccessiun blow, 
a fragrant shadt- 



The sun looks glorious mid a sky serene, 
And bids bri^t lustre sparkle o'er the tide; 
The clear bW ocean at a distance seen 
Bounds the gay landscape on the westen) 

While closing round it with majestic pride, 
The lofty rocks mid citron groves arise ; 
" Sure some divinity must here reside," 
As tranc'd in some bright vision, Psyche cries. 
And scarce believes the bliss, or trusts her charmed 
eyes. 

When lo ! a voice divinely sweet she hears, 
From unseen lips proceeds the heavenly sound ; 
" Psyche approach, dismiss thy timid fears, 
" At length his bride thy longing spouse has 

" And bids for thee immortal joys abound; 



" For tliec thu palace rose at liis command, 
" For thee his love a bridal banquet crown 'd ; 
" He bids attendant nymphs around thee stand, 
" Prompt every wiA to serve, — a fond obedient 
band," 

Increasing wonder fiU'd her ravish'd soul. 
For now the pompous portals open'd wide. 
There, pausing ofl, with timid foot she stole 
Thro' halls high-dom'd, enrich'd with sculptur'd 

pride. 
While gay saloons appear'd on either side. 
Id splendid vista opening to her sight ; 
And all with precious gems so beautified. 
And fumish'd with such exquisite delight. 
That scarce the beams of heaven emit such lustre 

bright. 



The amethyst was there of violet hue. 
And there the topaz shed its golden ray. 
The chrysoberyl, and the sapphire blue 
As the clear azure of a sunny day. 
Or the mild eyes where amorous glances play ; 
The snow-white jasper, and the opal's flume. 
The blushing ruby, and the agaU' gray. 
And there the gem which bears his luckless name 
Whose death, by Phisbua moum'd, cosur'd him 
deathless fame. 
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Now thro' the hall melodious music stole, 
And self-prepar'd the splendid banquet stands, 
Self-pour'd the nectar sparkles in the bowl. 
The lute and viol, touch'd by unseen hacds, 
Aid the soft voices of the choral bands ; 
O'er the full board a brighter lustre beams 
Than Persia's monarch at his feast commands : 
For sweet refreshment all inviting seems 
To taste celestial food, and pure ambrosial 
streams. 

But when meek Eve hung out her dewy star. 
And gently veil'd with gradual hand the sky, 
Lo I the bright folding doors retiring far, 
Display to Psyche's captivated eye 
All that voluptuous ease could e'er supply 
To soothe the spirits in serene repose : 
Beneath the velvet's purple canopy. 



M. TI6H£. 311 

Dhrinely fbrm'd, a downy couch aroce, 
While alabaster lamps a milky light disclose. 

Once more she hears the hymeneal strain ; 
Far other voices now attune the lay ; 
The swelling sounds approach, awhile remain, 
And then retiring, fiunt dissolv'd away ; 
The expiring lamps emit a feebler ray. 
And soon in fragrant death extinguished lie : 
Then virgin terrors Psyche's soul dismay, 
When thro' the obscuring gloom she nought can 

But softly-rustling sounds declare some Being nigh. 

Oh, you for whom I write! whose hearts ean 

melt 
At the soft thrilling voice whose power you prove. 
You know what charm, unutterably felt. 
Attends the unexpected voice of Love : 
Above the lyre, the lute's soft notes above. 
With sweet enchantment to the soul it steals, 
And bears it to Elysium's happy grove ; 
You best can tell the rapture Psyche feels. 
When Love's ambrosial lip the vows of Hymen 

seak. 

" 'TIS he, 'tis my deliverer ! deep imprest 
** Upon my heart those sounds I well recall," 



blushing maid esclaim'd. and on liis breast 
Mir of trembling ecBlacy lei fall, 
,, ere Ibe breezes of the morning call 
imid bed, 
i vacant hall, 
arms is fled, 
Jhad o'er her eyelids 



i 



From Ptycke. 

(Cuito II.) 

pBTCBM'srttumlo the Palace of Lorx — Her dinbedienet 
-^Lor* aiJtiji — PavcBt's amaxtment — TheJliglU<ff 
Lor* — Sudden haimhmtnt i^ Patcat fromthe Itbrad 
qf Pleaturt. 

Illuuim'd bright now shines the splendid 

dome. 
Melodious accents her arrival hail : 
But not the torch's blaze can chase the gloom. 
And all the aoothiDg powers of music fail; 
Trembling she seeks her couch with horror pale, 
But first a lamp conceals in secret shade. 
While unknown tenors all her soul assail. 
Thus half their treacherous counsel is obey'd, 
For still her gentle soul abhors the murderous 
blade. 



And ROW with soriesi whbpcrs of delight. 
Love velcomes Psyche still more fondly dear; 
Not unobserv'd, tho' hid in deepest night, 
The silent anguish of her secret fear. 
He thinks that tenderness excites the tear 
By the late image of her parents' grief. 
And half-oflendiKl seeks in Tain to cheer; 
Yet, while he speaks, her sorrows feel relief. 
Too soon more keen to sting frotn this suspension 
brief! 

Allow'd to settle oa celestial eyes 
Soft Sleep exulting now exerts his sway. 
From Psyche's anxious pillow gladly flies 
To veil tliose orbs, whose pure and lamlwnt ray 
The powers of heaven submissively obey. 
Trembling and breathless then she softly rose, 
And seiz'd the lamp, where it obscurely lay. 
With hand too rashly darii^ to disclose 
The sacred veil which hung mysterious o'er her 



Twice, as with agitated step she went. 
The lamp cxpirbg shone with doubtful gleam. 
As tho' it waru'il her from her rash intent : 
And twice she paus'd, and on its trembling beam 
Gu'il with suspended breath, while voices seem 




itJi murmuiing sound alone; the roof to sigh; | 
I one just waking from a troublous dream, 
With paitiitntinir hpnrt »nd fltraioing eye, 
Still fix'd still thinks the danger I 



ou indeed essay 
^ lich that lamp couldlfl 

And canst thou nope in living words to say 
The dazsling glories of that heavenly view ? 
Ah I well I ween, that if with pencil true 
That splendid vision could be well exprest, 
The fearful awe imprudent Psyche knew 
Would seize with rapture eveiy wondering breast. 
When Love's all-potent charms divinely stood 
confest 

All imperceptible to human touch. 
His wings display celestial essence light, 
The clear effulgence of the blaze is such, 
The brilliant plumage shines so heavenly bright, 
That mortal eyes turn dazzled from the sight; 
A youth he seems in manhood's freshest years ; 
Round his fair neck, as clinging with delight. 
Each golden curl resplendently appears. 
Or shades his darker brow, which grace majestic 



Or o'er his guileless front the ringlets bright 
Their rays of suany lustre seein to throw, 
That firont than polish 'd ivory more white t 
His blooming cheeks with deeper blushes glow 
Than roses scatter'd o'er a bed of snow : 
While OD bis lips, digtill'd in balmy dews, 
(Those lips diviiie, that even ia silence know 
The heart to touch,) penuaaion to infuse. 
Still hangs a rosy charm that never vainly sues. 

The friendly curtain of indulgent sleep 
Disclos'd not yet his eyes' resistless sway. 
But from their silky veil there se«m'd to peep 
Some brilliant glances with a soRen'd ray, 
Which o'er his features exquisitely play. 
And all his polish 'd limbs suffuse with Ught. 
Thus thro' some narrow space the azure day 
Sudden its cheerful rays diffusing bright. 
Wide darts its lucid beams, to gild the brow of 
night. 

His fatal arrows, and celeslial bow 
Beside the couch were negligently thrown, 
Nor needs the god his dazzling arms to shew 
His glorious binli, such beauty round him shone 
As sure could spring from Beauty's self alone ; 
Tlie glooni which glow'd o'er all of tah desire 
Could well proclnim him Beauty's cherish'd son : 



t. 



nd Beauty's self will oft these clianng admire, 
A nd steal his witching smile, his glance's living fire. 

Sp« ronaport strangely lost, 

Lon^ fix'd adoring eye ; 

Her II ;r senses tost 

r, and ecstasy, 
;r the Deity. 
Till >iu iiand extinguish'd falls 

The fatal lamp — He starts — find suddenly 
Tremendous thunders echo thro' the halls. 
While ruin's hideous crash bursts o'er the affrighted 
walls. 

Dread horror seizes on her sinking heart, 
A mortal chillness shudders at her breast, 
Her soul shrinks fainting from death's icy dart, 
The groan scarce utter'd dies but half exprest. 
And down she sinks in deadly swoon opprest ; 
But when at length, awaking from her trance. 
The terrors of her fate stand all coafest. 
In vain she casts around her timid glance. 
The rudely, frowning scenes her former joys 
enhance. 

^ traces of those joys, alas, remain ! 

A desert solitude alone appears ; 

No verdant shade relieves the sandy plain, 



1 
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The wide-Spread waste no gentle fountain cheers, 
One barren face the dreary prospect wears ; 
Nought thro* the vast horizon meets her eye 
To calm the dismal tumult of her fears. 
No trace of human habitation nigh, 
A sandy wild beneath, above a threatening sky. 



The Lay. 

How withered, perish'd seems the form 
Of yon obscure unsightly root I 

Yet from the blight of wintry storm, 
It hides secure the precious fruit. 

The careless eye can find no grace, 

No beauty in the scaly folds, 
Nor see within the dark embrace 

What latent loveliness it holds. 

Yet in that bulb, those sapless scales. 

The lily wraps her silver vest. 
Till vernal suns and vernal gales 

Shall kiss once more her fragrant breast. 

Yes, hide beneath the mouldering heap 
The undelighting slighted thing ; 



There in the cold earth buried deep, 
in silence let it wait the Spring;. 



Obl n 
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; shall close 
en earth. 
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[repose, 

e birth; 


Hope's patient smiie .„ 

Or moclt her fond creduli 

As her soft tears the sp 


•tic eye, 

all wondering view; 

ity. 

lot bedew. 



Sweet smile of hope, delicious tear! 

The Bun, the shower indeed shall come; 
The promis'd verdant shoot appear. 

And nature bid her blossoms bloom. 

And thou, O virgin Queen of Spring! 

Shalt, from thy dark and lowly bed. 
Bursting thy green sheath's silken string, 

Unveil thy charms, and perfume shed ; 

Unlbld thy robes of purest white, 
UnsulUed from their darksome grave, 

And thy soft petals' silvery light 
In the mild breeze unfetter'd wave. 
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So Faith shall seek the lowly dust 
Where humble Sorrow loves to lie, 

And bid her thus her hopes intrust. 
And watch with patient, cheerful eye ; 



And bear the long, cold wintry night, 
And bear her own degraded doom, 

And wait till Heaven's reviving light, 
Eternal Spring ! shall burst the gloom. 




nicsl Dompoaitioi 
Lcelleat nuthor^ss uC Sf(f 
naiden name waa Bolfon 



Stanzas fir Muae. 

When thou at eventide art roaming 

Along the elm-o*ershaded walk, 

Where, past, the eddying stream is foaming 

Beneath its tiny cataract, — 

Where 1 with thee was wont to talk, — 

Think thou upon the days gone by, 

And heave a sigh ! 



When sails the moon above the mountains, 
And cloudless skies are purely blue. 
And sparkle In the light the fountains. 
And darker frowns the lonely yew, — 
Then be thou melancholy too. 
When musing on the hours I prov'd 
Willi thee, belov'd ! 



MARY BRUNTOX. 



321 



When wakes the dawn upon thy dwelling. 

And lingering shadows disappear, 

And soft the woodland songs are swelling 

A choral anthem on thine ear, — 

Think — for that hour to thought is dear! 

And then her flight remembrance wings 

To by-past things. 



To me, thro' every season, dearest. 
In every scene — by day, by night. 
Thou present to my mind appearest 
A quenchless star — for ever bright ! 
My solitary, sole delight ! 
Alone — in grove — by shore — at sea, 
I think of thee ! 




Vife of iaaur, and siatrr of Ota 

pr«M 7 published a volume of 

Para—, . ritten with much elegnnn' 

■ltd feeling, sernu of ner longa had prerioiuly been 
let U> mtuic ; one or tiro are embalmed in the elamsl 
melodiea of Haydn. She died in her 7Hth year. 



SONG. 



Far, far from me ray love is fled. 
In a light akiif he tempts the sea. 

The young Desires his sails have spread. 
And Hope his pilot deigns to be. 

The protnia'd land of varied joys. 
Which so delights his fickle mind, 

In waking dreams his days employs. 
While I, poor 1, sing to the wind. 



But young Desires grow old and die. 
And Hope no more the helm may steer ; 
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Beneath a dark and stormy sky 
Shall fall the late repentant tear. 

While I, within my peaceful grot, 
May hear the distant tempest roar, 

Contented with my humble lot, 
In safety on the friendly shore. 



A Vow to Fortune, 



Iv e'er the moment should arrive, 
Which hope herself despairs to see. 

Fortune, thy suppliant shall strive 
To raise a votive pile to thee. 

Bona Fortuna shall be plac'd 

In golden letters round the dome, 

The weary pilgrim there shall rest, 
And wait for happier days to come. 

A curious lamp of bold design, 
With emblematic sculpture crown 'd, 

Shall burn before tliy sacred shrine. 
And cast its cheering rays around. 
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It shall be forra'd of silent tears, 
Slow dropping in the cave of care. 

Thro' the t lingering years 

Congeal ly despair. 

It shall I talcs of woe, 

. the adverse tide. 
Ana wu iin of chance to flow 

In channels nupe herself denied. 

There expectation's light shall bum. 
And watchful faith the flame preserve ; 

If doubts and fears perchance return, 
Hope shall have patience in reserve. 

Bright lambent flame ! till dcati) shall end 
This mortal coil, and sorrow cease. 

Thy beams shall consolation lend. 
And light us on the way to peace. 

O goddess Fortune ! from thine eyes 
The mystic fillet straight unbind. 

See what thy random power denies. 
And own thyself unjust and blind. 
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SONG. 

Tn E season comes when first we met, 

But you return no more ; 
Why cannot I the days forget, 

Which time can ne'er restore ? 
O days too sweet, too bright to last, 
Are you indeed forever past ? 

The fleeting shadows of delight, 

In memory I trace ; 
In fancy stop their rapid flight. 

And all the past replace : 
But, ah, I wake to endless woes. 
And tears the fading visions close! 



SONG. 

O TUNEFUL voice! I still deplore 
Those accents which, tho' heard no more, 

Still vibrate on my heart ; 
Tn echo's cave I long to dwell. 
And still would hear the sad farewell, 

W^hen we were doom*d to part. 



as ANNE HUNTER, 

Bright eyes, O that the task were luin 
To guard the liquid fires that shine, 

And rouud your orbita olay ; 
To watch them .ai'» care. 

And feed with 6, ht so fuir. 

That it n 



Written for, and adapted to. an original 

Indian Air. 

TiiF, sun sets in night, and the stars shun the day, 
But glory remains when their lights (ode away: 
Begin, you tormentors ! your throats arc in vain, 
For the son of Alknoroook will never complain. 



Remember the arrows he shot from his how. 
Remember your chiefs, by his hatchet laid low : 
Why so slow ? Do you wait till 1 shrink from the 

pain? 
No; the son of Alknomook shall never complain. 



Remember the wood, where in ambush we lay, 
And the scalps which we bore from your nation 
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Now the flame rises fast ; you exult in my pain ; 
But the son of Alknomook can never complain. 

I go to the land where my father is gone, 
His g^ost shall rejoice in the fame of his son : 
Death comes like a friend to relieve me from pain ; 
And thy son, O Alknomook! has scom'd to 
complain. 



TO MY DAUGHTER, 
On being separated from her on her Marriage, 

Dear to my heart as life's warm stream, 
Which animates this mortal clay, 

For thee I court the waking dream, 
And deck with smiles the future day ; 

And thus beguile the present pain 

With hopes that we shall meet again. 

Yet will it be, as when the past 

Twin'd every joy, and care, and thought. 
And o*er our minds one mantle cast 

Of kind afifections finely wrought ? 
Ah no ! the groundless hope were vain, 
For 80 we ne'er can meet again ! 



Bright may the sacred torch ren 
And cheer thee till we meet iiga 



HESTHER LYNCH PIOZZI. 

Barn 17»t died ini. 

More distinguished as the friend and hostess of Johnson, 
than as an authoress, was the daughter of John Salus. 
bury, Esq., of Bodvel in Caemanronshire : her first 
husband was Mr. Thrale, an eminent brewer; her 
•econd, 8ignior Pioszi, a music-master. 

The superiority of The Three 3Vaming$ to her other 
poetical pieces, has excited suspicions that Johnson 
assisted her in its composition: it firiit appeared in 
** The MisceUanies** of Mrs. Anna Williams. 



The Three Warnings. 

The tree of deepest root is found 
Least willing still to quit the ground ; 
Twas therefore said, by ancient sages, 

That love of life increas'd with years 
So much, that in our latter stages. 
When pain grows sharp, and sickness rages, 

The greatest love of life appears : 
This great aficction to believe, 
Which all confess, but few perceive, 



30 HEMTHKK I.YKC:H PI02K1. 

If old assertions can't prevail, 
Be pleas'd to hear a modem tale. 

When snorts weut round, and all were gay, 
On ni 'edding-dny. 

Death CI und groom 

With 1 Dm : 

A u must," says he, 

" I ind come with me." 

" my Susan's side ! 

" \V uti you ! me iiaiiiesfi husband cried ; 
" Young as I am ! 'Tis monBtrous hard ! 
" Besides, in truth, I'm not prepar'd ; 
" My thoughts on other matters go, 
" This is my wedding night, you know." 

What more he urg'd I have not heard, 
His reasons could noi well be stronger ; 
So Death the poor delinquent spar'd, 
And left to live a little longer. 
Yet, calling up a serious look. 
His hour-glass trembled while he spoke, 
" Neighbour," he said, " farewell! no more 
" Shall Death disturb your mirthful hour : 
" And farther, to avoid all blame 
" Of cruelty upon my name, 
" To give you lime for preparation, 
" And fit you for your future station. 



n 
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" Three several wamiDgs you shall have, 
'' Before you're summon'd to the grave : 
** Willing for once I 'U quit my prey, 
'' And grant a kind reprieve, 
'' In hopes you'll have no more to say, 
'* But, when I call again this way, 
'' Well pleased the world will leave." 

To these conditions both consented. 
And parted perfectly contented. 
What next the hero of our tale befell. 
How long he iiv*d, how wise, how well. 
How roundly he pursued his course. 
And smok'd his pipe, and strok'd his horse. 
The willing Muse shall tell : 
He chafTer'd then, he bought, he sold. 
Nor once perceiv'd his growing old, 

Nor tliought of Death as near ; 
His friends not false, his wife no shrew. 
Many his gains, his children few. 
He pass'd his hours in peace : 
But while he view'd his wealth inciease. 
While thus along Life's dusty road 
The beaten track content he trod. 
Old Time, whose haste no mortal spares, 
Uncaird, unheeded, unawares. 

Brought on his eightieth year. 



" Aod you are now fourscore." 
" So much the worse," the clown rejoin'd, 
" To spare the aged would be kind : 
■' However, sec your search be legal ; 
" And your authority — is't regal? 
" Else you're come on a fool's errand, 
" With but a secretary's warrant : 
' Besides, you promis'd me Three Warnings, 
'* Which 1 have look'd for nights and mornings! 
" But for that loss of time and ease, 
" I can recover damages." 

" I know," cries Death, " that, at the best, 
" I seldom am a welcome guest ; 
" But don't be captious, friend, at least : 
" I little thought you'd still be able 
" To stump about your farm and stable ; 
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" Your years have run to a great length, 
" I wish you joy, tho', of your strength !" 

" Hold," says the fanner, " not so fast, 
" I have been lame these four years past." 

" And no great wonder," Death replies ; 
" However, you still keep your eyes ; 
'' And sure, to see one's loves and friends, 
" For legs and arms would make amends." 

** Perhaps," says Dobson, '' so it might, 
" But latterly I've lost my sight." 

" This is a shocking story, faith, 
** Yet there's some comfort still," says Death ; 
.** Each strives your sadness to amuse, 
** I warrant you hear all the news." 

" There 's none," cries he, " and if there were, 
** I 'm grown so deaf, 1 could not hear." 

" Nay then," the spectre stem rejoin'd, 
'' These are unjustifiable yearnings; 
** If you arc lame, and deaf, and blind, 
" You've had your Three sufficient Warnings; 
" So come along, no more we'll port!" 

He said, and touch 'd him with his dart; 
And now, old Dobson turning pale. 
Yields to his fate — so ends my tale. 



n nams wm Wird. 



To llie Wijids. 

Viewless, thro' heaven's vast vault your course 

ye steer. 
Unknown from whence ye come, or whither go ! 
Mysterious powers ! I hear you murmur low, 
Till swells your loud gust on my startled ear, 
And, awful, seems to say — some God la near I 
I love to list your midnight voices float 
In the dread storm, that o'er tKe ocean rolls, 
And, while their charm the angry wave controls, 
Mix with iia sullen roar, and sink remote. 
Then, rising in the pause, a sweeter note. 
The dirge of spirits, who your deeds bewail, 
A sweeter note oft swells while sleeps the gale ! 
But soon, ye sightless powers ! your rest is o'er. 
Solemn and slow, ye rise upon the air. 
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Speak in the shrouds, and bid the sea-boy fear. 
And the (aint- warbled dirge — is heard no more! 

Ok ! then I deprecate your a¥rful reign ! 
The loud lament yet bear not on your breath ! 
Bear not the crash of bark far on the main. 
Bear not the cry of men, who cry in rain, 
The crew's dread chorus sinking into death ! 
Oh ! give not these, ye powers ! I ask alone, 
As rapt I climb these dark romantic steeps, 
The elemental war, the billow's moan ; 
I ask the still, sweet tear, that listening Fancy 
weeps. 



The Glow-worm, 



1. 

How pleasant is the green wood's deep-matted 
shade 
On a midsummer's eve, when the fresh rain is 
o'er; 
When the yellow beams slope, and sparkle thro' 
the glade, 
And swiftly in the thin air the light swallow:^ 
soar! 



w * 
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2. 

But sweeter, tweeter still, when the san'sdika to 
rest. 
And twilight comes on, with the fairies sa gmy 
Tripping thro' ihe forest-walk, where flowera im- 
prest 
.Bow not their tall heads beneath their frolic 

play- 

3. 

To music's softest sounds they dance away the 
hour, 
Till moonlight steals down among the tremblings 
leaves, 
And checkers all the ground, and guides them to 
the bower. 
The long-haunted bower, where the nightingale 
grieves. 

4. 

Then no more they dance, till her sad song is done, 
But,' silent as the night, to her mourning attend; 

And often as her dying notes their pity have won. 
They vow all her sacred haunts from mortals to 
defend. 
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5. 

When, down among the mountains, sinks the 
evening star, 
And the changing moon forsakes this shadowy 
sphere, 
How cheerless would they be, tho' they fairies are, 
If I, with my pale light, came not near! 

6. 

Yet cheerless tho* they'd be, they're ungrateful 
to my love ! 
For, often when the traveller's benighted on 
his way, 
And I glimmer in his path, and would guide him 
thro* the grove, 
lliey bind me in their magic spells to lead him 
far astray ; 

7. 

And in the mire to leave him, till the stars are all 
burnt out, 
While, in strange-looking shapes, they frisk 
about the ground. 
And, afar in the woods, they raise a dismal shout. 
Till I shrink into my cell again for terror of the 
sound ! 

7, 
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' fives come dancing ill . 
pe, and the tabor, s 
(1 the lute with dulcet J 
[ lliey go till peeping J 



Down yonder glade two lovers steal, to shun the 
Who frowns upon their plighted vows, and 

That yester eve I lighted them, along the dewy 

green, 
To seek the purple flower, whose juice from all 
her spells can free. 



And now, to punish me, she keeps afar her jocund 
band. 
With the merry, merry pipe, and the tabor, and 
the lute ; 
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If I creep near yonder oak, she will wave her fairy 
wand, 
And to me the dance will cease, and the music 
all be mute. 

II. 

O ! had I but that purple flower whose leaves her 
charms can foil, 
And knew like fays to draw the juice, and throw 
it on the wind, 
rd be her slave no longer, nor the traveller beguile, 
And help all faithful lovers, nor fear the fairy 
kind! 



12. 

But soon the vapour of the woodi will wander afar. 
And the fickle moon will fede, and the stars 
disappear. 

Then, cheerless will they be, tho' they fieuries are, 
If I, with my pale light, come not near ! 




And gambol in the briny deepa ; 
Skim every shoTe that Neptune laves. 
From Lapland's plains to India's steeps. 

Oft I mount with rapid force, 

Above the wide earth's shadowy zone ; 

Follow the day-star's flaming course, 

Thro' realms of space to thought unknown ; 

And listen to celestial sounds 

That swell in air, unheard of men. 

As I watch my nightly rounds 
O'er woody steep and silent glen. 

Under the shade of waving trees, 
On the green bank of fountain clear. 

At pensive eve I sit at ease. 

While dying music munnun near. 
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And ofty on point of airy clift 
. That han^ upon the western main, 
1 watch the gay tints passing swift, 
And twilight veil the liquid plain. 

Then, when the breeze has sunk away, 
And Ocean scarce is heard to lave. 

For me the sea-nymphs sofUy play 
Their dulcet shells beneath the wave. 

Their dulcet shells ! — 1 hear them now ; 

Slow swells the strain upon mine ear ; 
Now faintly falls — now warbles low. 

Till rapture melts into a tear. 

The ray that silvers o'er the dew, 
And trembles thro' the leafy shade, 

And tints the scene with softer hue, 
Calls me to rove the lonely glade ; 

Or hie me to some ruin*d tower, 
Faintly shown by moonlight gleam. 

Where the lone wanderer owns my power. 
In shadows dire that substance seem ; 

In thrilling sounds that murmur woe. 
And pausing silence make more dread ; 
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III music breathing from below 
Sad, solemn stnuna, that wake lite dead. 



ANNA LiETITIA BARBAULD, 

Bon 1743, died 18H, 

Wmb the daughter of the Rev. J. Aikin, D.D., by whom 
she was carefully instructed in classical literature, and 
sister of the late Dr. Aikin, in aasodatioa with whom 
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Rev. Rochemont Barbauld. In 1772 she gave to the 
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Of Mrs. Barhauld*s talents, Charles James Fox used to 
speak with admiration, and her Songs he had got by 
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A Summer Evening^s Meditation. 

Tis past ! the sultry tyrant of the south 

Has spent his short-liv'd rage : more gprateful houfs 

Move silent on : the skies no more repel 

The dazzled sight ; but, with mild maiden beams 

Of temper*d light, invite the cherish'd eye 

To wander o er their sphere ; where hong aloft 
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Di I bright crGBcenl, like a silver bow 
Ne itning in heaven, tifis high iti b«ani; horna, 
Impaiicnt for the nieht. and seems to push 
Her br( Fair Venus shines, 

Even ii i sweetest beam 

i a trembling flood 
r dewy locks, 
while lueeken'd Eve, 
in ishes, alow retires 

TTiro' tne r j. ii (,_ i of the west, 

And shuts the gates of day. 'Tis now the hour 
When Contemplation, from her sunless haunts, 
The cool damp grotto, or the lonely depth 
Of unpierc'd woods, where wrapt in solid shade 
She mus'd away the gaudy hours of noon. 
And, fed on thoughts unripen'd by ihe sun, 
Moves forward ; and with radiant finger points 
To yon blue concave swell'd by breath divine. 
Where, one by one, the living eyes of heaven 
Awake, quick kindUng o'er the face of ether 
One boundless blaze ; ten thousand trembling fires. 
And dancing lustres, where th' unsteady eye. 
Restless and dazzled, wanders uneonfin'd 
O'er all this field of glories : spacious field, 
And worthy of the master : he whose hand. 
With hieroglyphics elder than the Nile, 
Inscrib'd the mystic tablet; hung on high 
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To public gaze; and said, Adore, O man, 
The finger of thy God ! From what pure wells 
Of milky light, what soft o'erflowing urn, 
Are all these lamps so filFd ? these friendly lamps. 
For ever streaming o'er the azure deep 
To point our path, and light us to our home. 
How soft they slide along their lucid spheres ! 
And, silent as the foot of Time, fulfil 
Their destin'd courses : Nature's self is hush'd, 
And, but a scatter'd leaf, which rustles thro' 
The thick-wove foliage, not a sound is heard 
To break the midnight air ; tho' the rais'd ear 
Intensely listening, drinks in every breath. 
How deep the silence, yet how loud the praise ! 
But are they silent all ? or is there not 
A tongue in every star that talks with man. 
And wooes him to be wise ? nor wooes in vain : 
This dead of midnight is the noon of thought, 
And wisdom mounts her zenith with the stars. 
At this still hour the self-collected soul 
Turns inward, and beholds a stranger there 
Of high descent, and more than mortal rank ; 
An embryo God ; a spark of fire divine, 
Which must bum on for ages, when the sun 
(Fair transitory creature of a day) 
Has clos*d his golden eye, and, wrapt in shades. 
Forgets his wonted journey thro* the east. 
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Yc citadels of light, and seats or Gods 1 
aps my future home, from whence the soul, 

olvLTir iiBTlnilB ni»t mny oft look bilcL, 

>, on all 
I Ti 5 left below, 

f tale that sooth'd 
ra lawful now 

bt of youi courts, 

And with muie wonuer ana delighted awe 
Approach your burning confines! — SeJz'd in 

thought, 
On fancy's wild and rovii^ wing I sail 
From the green borders of the peopled earth. 
And the pale moon, her duteous fair attendant; 
From solitary Mars; from the vast orb 
Of Jupiter, whose huge gigantic bulk 
Dances in ether like the lightest leaf; 
To the dim verge, the suburbs of the system, 
Where cheerless Saturn, midst his watery moons. 
Girt with a lucid zone, in gloomy pomp. 
Sits like an exil'd monarch : fearless thence 
1 launch into the trackless deeps of space. 
Where, burning round, ten thousand suns appear, 
or elder beam ; which ask no leave to shine 
Of our terrestrial star, nor borrow light 
From the proud regent of our scanty day ; 



I 
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Sons of the morning, first-born of creation, 
And only less than Him who marks tlieif track. 
And ffuidea their Hery wheels. Here must I stop, 
Or is there aught beyond ? What hand un>een 
Impels me onward thro' the glowing otbs 
Of habitable nature, far remote. 
To the dread confines of eternal night. 
To solitudes of vast unpeopled space. 
The deserts of creation wide and wild. 
Where embryo systems and unkindled suns 
Sleep in the womb of chaos ? fancy droops. 
And thought astonish'd stops her bold career. 
Bui. O thou mighty Mind I whose powerful woid 
Said, Tl)us let all things be, and thus they were, 
Where shall I seek thy presence? how uubtain'd 

Invoke thy dread perfection? 

Have the hroad eyelids of the morn beheld lliec f 
Or does the beamy shoulder of Orion 
.Support thy throne ? O look with pity down 
On erring, guilty man I not in thy names 
Of terror clad : not witli those thunders anu'd 
That conscious Sinai felt, when fear appail'd 
The scatter'd tribes 1 Thuii bust a gentler voice, 
That whispers comfort to the swelling heart, 
Abash 'd, yel longing to behold her Maker. 

Bui now, my soul, iinus'd to stretch her poweis 
In flight so daring, drops her weary wing. 
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And seeks 


1 again 


the known accustoin'd spot, 


Di t up 


with s 


iiin, und shade, and lawns, and 


StreanM: 




A laai 




i fur its gupst, 


Andr 




:re, Let me here. 


C 




Jie appointed time. 


An 




mratjng on my a^ht 


Khali 




my ravish 'd sense 


Unlock the gluii. 


eo._ . -jrld unknown. 



Verses writlen in an Alcove. 
Now the moonbeam's trembling lustre, 

Silvers o'er the dewy green, 
And in soft and shadowy colours. 

Sweetly paints the ehequer'd scene. 

Here, between the opening branches. 
Streams a flood of soften'd light ; 

There, the thick and twisted foliage 
Spreads the browner gloom of night. 



This is sure the haunt of fairies; 

In yon cool alcove they play ; 
Care can never cross the threshold. 

Care was only made for day. 
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Far from hence be noisy clamour, 

Sick disgust and anxious fear, 
Pining grief and wasting anguish 

Never keep their vigils here. 

Tell no tales of sheeted spectres. 

Rising from the quiet tomb : 
Fairer forms this cell shall visit ; 

Brighter visions gild the gloom. 

Choral songs and sprightly voices 

Echo from her cell shall call ; 
Sweeter, sweeter, than the murmur 

Of the distant waterfall. 

Every ruder gust of passion, 

Luird with music, dies away ; 
Till within the charmed bosom, 

None but soft affections play : 

Soft, as when the evening breezes 

Gently stir the poplar grove ; 
Brighter than the smile of summer, 

Sweeter than the breath of love. 

Thee, th* enchanted Muse shall follow 
Liaty, to the rustic cell. 
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li eacli careless note repeating, 
uiie ihem to her charming shell. 

No I'd with laurel, 

t ic gait, 

■ on 

f fate : 

Ne d with cypress, 

Sweeps along in acepter'd pall ; 

And in sad and solemn accents 
Mourns the crested hero's fall ; 

But that other smiUng uster. 
With the blue and laughing eye. 

Singing, in a lighter measure, 
Strains of woodland harmony ; 

All unknown to fame and glory. 

Easy, blithe, and debonair. 
Crown 'd with flowers, her careless tr«^«ses 

Loosely floating on the air : 

Then, when next Uie star of evening 

Softly sheds the silent dew. 
Let me in this rustic temple, 

Lissy, meet the muse and you. 
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Ode to Spring, 

Sweet daughter of a rough and stormy gire, 
Hoar Winter's blooming child, delightful Spring ! 
Whose unshorn locks with leaves 
And swelling buds are crown 'd ; 

From the green islands of eternal youth, 
(Crown*d with fresh blooms, and ever-springing 
shade,) 

Turn, hither turn thy step, 

O thou, whose powerful voice 

More sweet than softest touch of Doric reed, 
Or Lydian flute, can soothe the madding winds. 

And thro' the stormy deep 

Breathe thy own tender calm. 

Thee, best belov'd ! the virgin train await 
With songs and festal rites, and joy to rove 

Thy blooming wilds among. 

And vales and dewy lawns. 

With untir*d feet ; and cull thy earliest sweets 
To weave fresh garlands for the glowing brow 
Of him, the favoured youth 
That prompts their whisper*d sigh. 




Unlock thy cupioua stores ; those ten Jer showers 
That drop ineir sweetness on the infant buds. 

And si'""* 'Ibu™ thnt "well 

TM I Item, 

Aadfei 

Andes' 



Now let me sit beneath the whitening thorn. 
And mark thy spreading tints steal o'er the dale; 
And watch with patient eye 

Tliy fair unfolding charms. 

O nymph, approach ! while yet the temperate sun 
With bashful forehead, thro' the eool moist air 

Throws his young maiden beams, 

And with chaste kisses wooes 

The earth's fair bosom ; u'hile the streaming veil 
Of Incid clouds, with kind and frequent shade. 

Protects thy modest blooms 

From his severer blaze. 



Sweet is thy reign, but short : the red dog-star 
Shall scorch thy tresses, and the mower's sithe 



ANSA l.KTrllA DABRAULU 

Thy greens, thy tlowcrets nil, 
Remoreeless shall deBtroy. 

Reluctant shall 1 bid thee then farewell 
For O ! not all that Autumn's lap 

Nor Summer's ruddiest fruila. 

Can aught for thee atone, 

Pair Spring! whose simplest promise more delig4>ta 
Than all their largest wealth, and thro' the heart 

Each joy and new-bom hope 

With softest influence breathes. 



To a Lndy, with some Faulted Flowers. 

Flowers to the fuir : to you tliese flowers I bring. 
And strive to greet you with an earlier spring. 
Flowers sweet, and gay. and delicate like you ; 
Emblems of innocence, and beauty loo. 
With flowerv the Graces bind their vellow hiir. 
And flowery wreaths consenting lovers wear. 
Flowers, the sole luxury which nature knew. 
In Eden's pure and guiltless garden grew. 
To loftier forms arc rougher tasks aHtgn'd : 
Tlie sheltering onk resists the stormy wind. 
The tougher yew repels inrading foes. 
And the tall pine for future navies arrows; 
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But this soft family, to cares unknown. 
Were born for pleasure and delight alone. 
Gay without toil, 1 "' ' without art. 
They spring tc it se and glad the heart. 

Nor blush, ) ^ou copy these; 

Your beet pire ia — to plea 



SUNU. 

Come here, fond youth, whoe'er thou be. 

That boasts to love as well as me ; 
And if thy breast have felt so wide a wound. 

Come hither, and thy flame approve; 

I'll teach thee what it is to love, 
And by what marks true passion may be found. 

It is to be all bath'd in tears ; 

To live upon a smile for years; 
To lie whole ages at a beauty's feet : 

To kneel, to languish, and implore ; 

Aud still tho' she disdain, adore : 
It is to do all this, and think thy sufferings sweet. 



It is to gaze upon her eyes. 

With eager joy, and fond surprise ; 

Yet teraper'd with such chaste and awful fear 
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As wrelchcs (ixl who wait their doom ; 
Nor must one ruder thought presnine, 
Tlio' but in wbispet« breath'd, to meet her ear. 



It is to hope, tho' hope were lost; 

Tho" heaven and earth thy passion crost ; 
Tho' she were bright as sainted queens above. 

And thou the least and meanest swain 

That folds his flock upon the plain, 
Yet if thou dar'st not hope, thou dosl not love. 



It is to quench thy joy in tears ; 

To nurse strange doubts and groundless fears: 
If pangs of jealousy thou hast not prov'd, 

Tho' she were fonder, and more true 

Than any nympli ohl poets drew, 
O never dream again that thou hast lov'd ! 

ir, when the daiLng maid is gone, 

Thou dost not seek to be alone. 
Wrapt in a pleasing tranee of tender true. 

And muse, and fold thy languid arms. 

Feeding thy fancy on her charms. 
Thou dost not love, for love is nouri^'d ao. 



If any hopes Ihy boiom share 

But those which love has planted there, 
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Or any cares bul his thy breasl enthrall. 
Thou never yet his power liast known ; 
Love sits on a irane, 

And rei^i signs at all. 

Now i L thing. 

Hoe VB bring, 

i ongeat can endure : 

.J shall be lost 

In dreamt of fondest passion most ; 
For if thou thus hast lov'd, oh! never hope a cure. 



SONG. 



When first upon your tender cheek 
I saw the morn of beauty break 

y/ith mild and cheering beam, 
I bow'd before your infant shrine, 
The earliest sighs you had were mine, 

And you my darling theme. 

I saw you in that opening mom 
For beauty's boundless empire born. 

And first confess'd your sway; 
And ere your thoughts, devoid of art, 
Could learn the value of a heart, 

I gave my heart away. 
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I watch*d the dawn of every grace. 
And gaz'd upon tliat angel face, 

While yet 'twas safe to gaze ; 
And fondly bless'd each rising charm, 
Nor thought such innocence could harm 

The peace of future days. 

But now despotic o'er the plains 
The awful noon of beauty reigns, 

And kneeling crowds adore ; 
These charms arise too fiercely bright, 
Danger and death attend the sight. 

And I must hope no more. 

Thus to the rising God of day 
Their early vows the Persians pay, 

And bless the spreading fire ; 
Whose glowing chariot mounting soon 
Pours on their heads the burning noon ; 

They sicken and expire. 



^ 



Tbe daughter of Mr. Portien, an architect, aod wife of tlie 
enterprinng Captain Franklin, wrote The Veih, or 
The Tnumph of Cmtilatics ; CavT do Lion, or The 
Third Cnsade ,- and The Arctic Erpedilion. 

Her best work is Cavr de Lton, id aiztem boolu. It 
bean in inan; pomges tlie stamp of genuine poetry ; 
but tbv taste of the day being decidedly against the 
epic style, its readers have been far from ni 



FrVim The Veils. 

(Book V.) 
fokanoes leni by tfighl. 



As slowly now descend tKe sliades of night, 
What glories burst on Leonora's sight! 
Far to the left, the flame in flashes broke 
Thro' the thick volumes of incumbeot smoke 
That shroud Vesuvio's head ; before them far 
The stronger flames of Stromlioli appear, 
Vulcano's sulphurous fumes, and Etna's brow, 



\VI)cre crimson vapours tinge the eternal stu>w, 
And all the heavens with awful beauty glow. 

Uii lotly Stromboli the sky was bright, 
As when it sparkles with tltc northern light. 
And ever as the mountain hurled on high 
Ita mtiss of molten lava to the sky. 
O'er all the isie the vivid lustre spread. 
And brighten 'd ocean witli a glow of red ; 
Like dtataut thunder, burst a hollow souiiil, 
Disturb'd the quivering air, and >ho<dE the shores 
around. 



From Cmur de Liot- 



Btrtngarit Ka'Biti^ mttitm*d Iht Garb ttf a MaittrtI, <A#- 
■1 Ri*har4 m M« Cattlt nf TrieaUU. 

Krgeu from the castle* ere the dawn of day. 
The minstrel queen putsueii her anxious way; 
Scarce on the right-haitd path one glance be«tow^<!, 
But took, iiupetuouf, tlie forbidden road, 
Scarce could she still dio beutings uf her brcasr. 
Or pause herself, or give her palfrey rest. 
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the hot sun in cloudl»a slciea was bright. 


Or 


mmering stars diffus'd a doubtful light. 


She 


od the burning; cnga, ' 


whose ruins spread 


Thedi 


o'er her head ; 


Plun 


scions of the beam, ^M 


Or to Its 


a-whng stream; ■ 




. shed, —'her scrip ^H 


Thest 
'Till wl 




tlte limpid tide. ^M 
walls aroear-d. ^ 



Which cowards fled, and e'en the valiant fear'd, 
They seem'd like forms in waking visions wrought. 
When hope obsequious paints the secret thought. 

Fell'd was the nearer wood — beyond, it rose 
To screen the fort, but not to hide its foes: 
High on a hill, the triple towers were seen, 
On three huge crags, with horrid depths between ; 
A triple foss the vast enclosure bound. 
And massy walls the triple vallum crown 'd. 
The stones were black with age, the struggling day 
Scarce thro' the loopholes sent a scanty ray. 
From those dark halls no sounds of welcome 

breathe, 
No hamlet shelters in its shade beneath ; 
One awful beam th' autumnal evening threw, 
That ting'd the western front with sanguine hue ; 
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While from behind, the moon arising bright, 
Clolh'd the pale landscape in contrasted light. 

She left her steed beneath the bcechen shade. 
" And art thou there, my best belov'd 1" she said, 
" Upbraiding all that to thy help should fly. 
Nor think'st what Toiid, what aniciotts heart is 
nigh." 

Eve's last eotl flushes fade, and all is still. 
While veil'd in gloom, she climbs the arduous hill. 
Rude was the path, nor oft by pilgrim worn, 
O'ergrown with briars, long, wildering, and forlorn : 
Scarce might the honieman trace that dangerous 

Thro' brakes, iroper%'ious to the summer day. 
Now wrapt in night ; while onward as she hies, 
Sear'd at her step the birds of carnage rise. 
At last, yet shrouded In the castle's shade. 
Cautious she crost its spacious esplanade : 
Mark'd each strong wall with towers begirt around. 
The massy keep what lofty turret* crown "d ; 
The boy who never dreamt of war miglit know 
Tliose awful ramparts would but mock the foe; 
While not one light ihe abode of man confest, 
(Jr gave the weary pilgrim hope of rest. 
Those grated loopholes o'er the gate — ah there 
Perchance her Richard wastes with secret c»re ! 
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W )se gifts were kingdoms, now by famine dies — I 

I only prosperl those ryletillesa skicfl, 

I only visitants Uiu bats, thai prowl 

hound 1 lightly -hooting owl ! 

Moumfui. „ soon the breeze tbsk-] 

Thro" I iher thought* arise : 

" Yel ne dear familiar st 

Hay Its and bars be vain ; 

Wliiie, Biiu It warder mark the lay, 

'Tis but a minstrel smgs to cheer his way. 
Ah, me! that air to early love so dear. 
Even in the tomb might rouse my Richard's car ; 
Oh ! could I pour his deep clear tones along, 
And steal his accents as I steal his song. 

Frown, frown, Clorinda — I would prke 
Thy smile o'er all that arms might gain; 

O'er wealth and fame ; yet mock my sighs. 

My faded cheek, my tears despise, 
Not I my fate arraign ; 

While every rival's grief 1 see. 

And know that all are scom'd like me." 
She ceas'd, for from on high a fuller tone. 
The" faint in distance, blended with her own ; 
That voice, those words, could come from one 
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" O smile not, if thou e'er bestow 
On olhera, »;racc I think sincere : 

8uch sniiles are tike tho beams that glow 

On ihe dark torrent's bridge of anow. 
And wreck the wretch they cheer. 

Thine icy heart 1 well can bear. 

But not the love that others share." 
Bright hour of ra[iture I who may dare to tell 
In her fond breast what blended feelings swell I 
With parted hps, clos'd eyes, and hands comprest, 
To still th' impetuous beatings of her breast. 
Listening she stood; while conscious memory 

strays, 
To that blest hour when first she heard the lays. 
Ecstatic dream — at length her falteiiog tongue 
Its grief cxpreat in emblematic song : 

" The widow'd dove can never re«. 

The felon kite has robb'd her neal ; 

Witli wing untir'd she seeks her mate. 

To share or change bis dreadful fate." 
Again she paus'd, and listening, from on high 
Caught from the friendly gale the faint reply. 

-' But kites a higher power obey, 

Th' Imperial Eagle claims the prey — 

Hence I (o his spacious eyrie go. 

The Eagle is a nobler foe." 
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She strikes the harp— '« Farewell ! farewell V* 
Her thrilling^ notes of tran^K^rt swell : 
** TTie monarch bird may build his nest 
On oaky or tower, or mountain crest, — 
But love can match his daring flight. 
Can fell the tree, or scale the hetght." 
** Ho! who art thou," a surly warder calls, 
<' That dar^st to sing beneadi Tri?allis' walbT 
** A wandering bard, good fmnc^ who fiun 
would win 
These awful gates to let the weary in.** 
** Nay, hence — nor dare to touch thy harp 
again, 
And thank thy saints 'twas 1 that beard the strain ; 
Tir*d as thou art, fly swiftly o'er the heath. 
And shun these walls as thou wouldst shun thy 
death." 
But was that pilgrim weary ? Oh 1 less fleet 
The mountain chamois plies its fearless feet : 
** Farewell! my ears are blest tho' not my eyes. 
Thy chains shall fall," she warbles as she flies ; 
** Thou gentle guardian of my steps, my will. 
Take my soul's blessing, and direct me still. 
At Haguenau soon the empire's magnates meet. 
Oh! touch the Eagles heart— oh! guide my 
wandering feet." 




LADY ANNE BARNARD. 






SiaterorihelaM Esrl nf Boluarnu, and irife of Sir Andrew 
Baroard, vrtilv tljc ck&nning ■<ing of Auld RoMn 
Groy. 

A natno irscl, edileil hy " ihe Ariotto of ihe North,*' 
and circulated among ihe member* Of the Baunatjme 
Clab, conUuiu theorigjna] ballad. >i corrected b; I«dy 
Annp, and two Continuationi by the lama authoreu; 
while the Introduction conuitt almoal entirely of a 
Tery interesting letter from her to the Editor, dated 
July 1823, part of whirh I take llie h'brrty of inaerdng 

" ' RcAin Gray,' to called from iu being the name of the 
old herd at Daltarraa, wan bom loan after the cloae of 
the year 17TI< My linter Alari^aret had married, and 
arnmpanied her builumd to London ; I wa> maUn- 
choly, and endearuured to amuie myielf by attempting 
a few poetical uifl«. There wu an andent Scutch 

nwlody, of which I vas pauionalely fond ( , 

who lired before your day, uied to tiiiK it to ut at 
Balcama. She did not object to ill baring improper 
words, though 1 did. I longed to nng old Sophy** air 
to difleront wordi, and give to it* plaiotire luoci Mme 
little hiatory of virtnous di«trcn in bumble life, tuch 
a> might >uit it- n'hile attmiptJng In rfTerl thin in 
my rlniipt. I called to my liitlr »i«trr, nn« liaAy Hard. 
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trickle, wbo vBs the onlv person ii^ar itif, ^ I bave 
\nfei\ writing a Imllad, my dear ; 1 am opprresin^ my 
heroine with nuuiy mitfartiiiies. I have slready acnt 
her Jai" ea her fatber'it arm — and 

■ndal ind given lierAuJd RoUn 

'JBri{f<i, bIl to load l>er with a fi(Ui 

MMRr poor thing! HtJp me to 

er Anne,' Mid the littla 
mnediately li/Itd by me, 
_!. oDi fireside, and amoDgn 

unr nragi , -a Gray' was alwap called 

for. I wss pleased in secret with the approbation it 
met with ; but such was my dread o( lieing suspected 
of writing anj/lMng, |>erceiving the shyness it created 
in those who onitd write nothing, that I carefully kept 

" Meantime, litde as this matlcr >eems to hare lieen 
worthy of a dispute, it aflerwards betame a p&ny 
question between the sixteenth and eighteenth cen- 
turies. ' Robin Gray" was either a very very ancient 
hallad, composed perhaps by David Rizzio, and a great 
curiosity, or a very very modem matter, and no 
curiosity at all. I was persecuted to avow whether I 
had written it or not, — where I had got it. Old 
Sophy Itept my counsel, and 1 kept my own, iu spite 
of the gratification of seeing a reward of twenty guinea* 
offered in the newspapers to the person who shouW 
oso^rtain the point past a doubt, and the stiU more 
flattering drcumstanceofa visit from Mr. Jemtngham, 
secretary to the Antiquarian Society, who endaavoured 
to entrap the truth from me in a manner 1 took aniisi. 
Had he aiked me the question obligingly, I ahoiJd 



I 




LADY AKSE BARNABD, 367 

liave told him ihe fact distinctly and con tidcnti oily. 
The BimoyBiice, howaver, of ibit important ombMudiir 
from the Antiqnarin, wu amply repud lo rac by tli« 
nobit eiliibitiaii oT the ' Ballat of Anld Robin Oray't - 
Counihip,' w pcrTunned by duic!iif;-dogS under my 
windinr. It pnired it> popularity from the bl^nt to 
[he lowest, uid gsve me plvsnire while I bugged 
mynlf in my obuiurity." 
The two rer^oDS of the terond pan werp written many 
yean after the lirat ; id tbem, Auld Robm Ony falls 
■ick, — confenesLbat hehimwlf atolethemv, inorder 
to force Jenny to marry him, — leaves to Jamie all his 
possfwions, — dies, — and the young ocw pie, of coune, 
are united. Neitluft of the Uintinuationi is iifien 
liere, beiauie, though both are beautiful, they an tery 
iiifcrior la the original tale, and (Tmtly injure its 
effect. 



Auld Robin Gray.* 

1. 
WiiF.v the sheep nre in the fauld, when thr rowo 

When a' the weary world lo quiei mt arc ^anc, 
The woes of my heart fa' in ihowers Crat my ve. 
Unken'd by my g:udeman, who toundly sleep* hy 
me. 

■ The i«it of the oomctcd copy U folktw^. 
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TiQ. ^■^Tn^,o inn'A mo ninel^ and sought me for 

Bat ■• 'e, he'd naethiag else 

Tai id,* my Janiie gaed to 

An and, they weie baith 
for me I 



Before he had been gane a twelvemonth and a 

day. 
My father brak his arm, our cow was stown 



* " I must also mention" (says Lady Anne, in the 
letter already quoled) " the Laird of Dokiel's advice, 
vho, in a lilf-i-lfte^ afcerwardji Eaid, ^ My dear, the 
next time yon sing that mmg, try in chanf^ the words a 
wee bit, and instead of singing, ^ To make the crown a 
pound, my Jamie gatd lo sea,' say, to make it twenty 
merks, for a Scottish pund is but twenty penc«, and Jamie 
WM na such a piwk as to leave Jenny and gang to sea to 
lessen liii fcesr. It is that liuc [whiaper'd be] that tells 
me that sang was written by some bonnie lassie that didna 
ken the value of the Srots money quite so well as an auld 
writer in the toim of Edinburgh would have kenl it.' " 
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My mother she fell sick — my Jamie was at sea — 
And auld Robin Gray, oh ! he came a-courting me. 

4. 

My father cou'dna work — my mother cou'dna 

spin; 
I toil'd day and night, but their bread I cou'dna 

win ; 
Auld Rob maintained them baith, and, wi' tears 

in his ee, 
Said, ** Jenny, oh ! for their sakes, will you marry 

me?" 



5. 

My heart it said na, and I look'd for Jamie back ; 
But hard blew the winds, and his ship was a 

wrack : 
His ship it was a wrack ! Why didna Jamie dee ? 
Or, wherefore am I spar'd to cry out, Woe is me ! 

6. 

My father argued sair — my mother didna speak, 
But she look'd in my face till my heart was like 

to break ; 
They gied him my hand, but my heart was in the 

sea; 
And so Auld Robin Gray, he was gudeman to me. 

B B 
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«k but only four, ^^^| 

the stane at my door, 
I cou'dna thick it he, 
me, my love, to martj 



r 



salr, Bair did we greet, and mickle say of a' ; 
Ae kiss we took, D&e mair — I bad him gang awa. 

1 wish that I were dead, but I'm no like to dee ; 
For 0, I am but young to cry out, Woe is me ! 



I gang like a ghaist, and I carena much to spin ; 
I darena think o' Jamie, for that wad be a sin. 
But I will do my best a gude wife aye to be. 
For auld Robin Gray, oh ! he is sae kind to me. 



JANE ELLIOT. 

^ Tb« following well-known mnd beautiful tUnsM,*' layi 
Sir W. Soott, in the MinttreUy of the S. H., ^* were 
oomposed, many yean ago, by a lady of famtty in 
Roxburghshire. The manner of the ancient Mimtrek 
it 10 happily imitated, that it required themoet potitiTe 
evidence to convince the editor that the song was of 
modem date.*' 



The Flowers of the Forest, 

(The ftupposed date of the lamentation is about the period 

of the field of Flodden.) 

I've heard them lilting, at the ewe-milking, 
Lasses a' lilting, before dawn of day ; 

But now they are moaning, on ilka g^reen loaning ; 
The flowers of the forest are a' wede awae. 

At bughts, in the morning, nae blithe lads are 
seoming; 

Lasses are lonely, and dowie, and wae ; 
Nae daffing, nae gabbing, but sighing and sabbtng ; 

Ilk ane lifts her leglm, and hies her awae. 

In har'st, at the shearing, nae youths now are 

jearing ; 
Bandsters are runkled, and lyart, or grey ; 



At fair, or at preaching, nae wooing, nae fleeching ; 
The flowers of the forest are a' wede awae. 



r 



aeyounkere are roaming, 
lasses at bogle to play : 
lamenting her deary -^ 
It are weded away. 



Dool E. ; order, sent our lads to the 

border! 

The English for ance, by guile wan the day ; 

The flowers of the forest, that fought aye the 

foremost. 

The prime of our land, are cauld in the clay. 

We'll hear nae mair lilting, at the ewe-milking ; 

Women and halms. are heartless and wae; 
Sighing and moaning, on ilka green loaning ~- 

The flowers of the forest are a' wede awae. 

Note — Lining, singing rheprfulty — loaning, broad- 
lane — teede awae, weeded out — acomhig, rallying 

rfoirw, dreary — doffing, joking — gabbing, thsttjng — 
leglin, milk-paQ — liar'sl, haneni — ekearing, reaping — 
bandilen, ahesf-binderc — Tunkled, nrinkled — lyatt, in- 
clining to grey — fiettlung, coaning — gloaming^ twilight- 
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^^ The following venet, adapted to the ancient air of 
' The Flowert of the Fore»t,^ ** says the Editor of the 
MmatreUy cf the S. B,^ ** are, like the elegy which pre- 
cedes them, the production of a lady. The late Mrs. 
Cockbum, daughter of Rutherford of Faimalie, in Sel- 
kirkshire, and relict of Mr. Cockbum of Ormiston (whose 
father was Lord Justice Clerk of Scotland), was the 
authoress. Mrs. Cockbum has been dead but a few 
years." 

The Flower i of the Forest, 

Part Second. 

(This piece was vrritten at an early period of life, and 
without peculiar relation to any event, unless it were 
the depopulation of Ettrick Forest.) 

Fte seen the smiling of Fortune beguiling, 
I 've tasted her favours, and felt her decay ; 

Sweet is her blessing, and kind her caressing. 
But soon it is fled, — it is fled far away. 

Fve seen the forest adomM of the foremost, 
With flowers of the fairest, both pleasant and 

gay: 
Full sweet was their blooming, their scent the air 

perfuming. 

But now they are withered, and a* wede awae. 



I f seen the moming, with gold the hills adorning. 
And the red stomi Toaring, before the parting 



■earns, glittering in the 
u they roli'd on their 



"g, I 



B I cruel sporting ? 

Why thus perplex us poor sons of a day ? 
Thy frowns cannot fear me, thy smiles cannot 

Since the flowers of the forest are a' wede awae. 

NoTK — Drnmlji, discoloured. 
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From Scnfibility, 
Ad Epiide tu Itie llonmuablc Bin. BuKkvm. 

Sweet Sensibility ! thou Kcret power 
Who shetl'st thy phi upon the natal hour, 
Like fairy favours ; art can never seize. 
Nor affectation catch thy power to please : 
Thy subtle essence still eludes the chains 
Of definition, and defeats her pains. 
Sweet Sensibility! thou keen delight! 
Unprompted moral I sudden sense of right t 
Perception exquinte I fair virtue'* seed ! 
Thou quick precursor of the liberal deed ! 
Thou hasty conscience ! reason's blushing mora 
Instinctive kindness ere reflection's bom ! 
Prompt sense of equity! to thee belongs 
The swift redress of unexantin'd wrongs! 
Eager to scne, the cause periiaps untried. 
But always apt to choose the suflering side! 




To those who know thee not, no words caii paint, 
And those who know thee, know M words are 
faint! 

She does not feel thy power who boasts thy 
Rame, 
And rounds her erery period with thy name : 
Nor she who vents her disproportion'd sighs 
With pining Lesbia when her spurrow dies; 
Nor she who melts when hiiplcss Shore expires. 
While real misery unreliev'd retires ! 
Who thinks feign'd Borrows all her tears deserve. 
And weeps o'er Werter while her children starve. 

As words are but th' external marks to lell 
The fair ideas in the mind that dwell ; 
And only arc of things the outward sign. 
And not the things themselves they but define ; 
So exclamations, tender tones, fond tears, 
And all the graceful drapery Feeling wears ; 
These are her garb, not her, they but express 
Her form, her semblance, her appropriate dress ; 
And these fair marks, reluctant I relate. 
These lovely symbols, may be counterfeit. 
There are, who fill with brilliant plaints the page. 
If a poor linnet meet the gunner's rage ; 
There are, who for a dying fawn deplore. 
As if friend, parent, country, were no more ; 
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Who boast quick rapture trembling in their eye,^ 
If from the spider's snare they snatch a fly ; 
There are, whose well-sung plaints each breast 

inflame. 
And break all hearts — but his from whom they 

came! 
Hcy scormng life's low duties to attend. 
Writes odes on Friendship, while he cheats his 

friend. 
Of gaols and punishments he weeps to hear, 
And pensions prison'd virtue with a tear ; 
While unpaid bills his creditor presents, 
And ruin'd innocence his crime laments. 
Not so the tender moralist of Tweed, 
His generous man of feeling feels indeed. 
O Love divine ! sole source of Charity ! 
More dear one genuine deed performed for thee. 
Than all the periods Feeling e'er could turn, 
Than all thy touching page, perverted Sterne I 
Not that by deeds alone this love's express'd. 
If so, the affluent only were the bless'd ; 
One silent wish, one prayer, one soothing word. 
The page of mercy shall, well pleas'd, record ; 
One soul-felt sigh by powerless pity given. 
Accepted incense ! shajl ascend to heaven ! 

Since trifles make the sum of human things,. 
And half our misery from our foibles springs ; 



t i life's best joys consist in peace and ease, 
tho' but few can serre, jet all may please ; 
^ .L' .1. ._:_;. i„^ cjjjuj hence, 

A iM offence. 

■H Id' we wish in vain, 

of giving pun. 
■ of flowing weaitli, 
t, OT to crown witli 

Our little lot denies; yet liberal still, 

God gives its counterpoise to every ill ; 

Nor let us murmur at our stinted powers. 

When kindness, love, and concorti, may be ours. 

The gift of minist'rtng to others' ease. 

To all her sons impartial Heaven decrees ; 

The gentle offices of patient love. 

Beyond all flattery, and ail price above ; 

The mild forbearance at a brother's fault. 

The ang^ word suppress'd, the taunting thought ; 

Subduing and subdued the petty strife, 

Which clouds the colour of domestic life ; 

The sober comfort, all the peace which springs 

From the lai^e aggregate of little things ; 

On these small cares of daughter, wife, or friend, 

The almost sacred joys oC Home depend ; 

There, Sensibility, thou best mayst reign. 

Home is thy tnie legitimate domain. 



A Eiolilary bliss thou iiu'er couldst find. 

Thy joys with tho»t thou lov'st a 

And he whose belpfiil tendemest remove* 

The rankling thom which wounds the breast he 

Smooths not another's rugged path alone. 

But clears th' obstruction which impedes his own. 

The hint malevolent, the look oblitgue. 
The obvious satire, or implied dislike : 
The sneer equivocal, the harsh reply. 
And all the cruel language of the eye : 
The artful injury, whose venom'd dart, 
Scarce wounds the hearing, while it stabs the heart ; 
The guarded phrase, whose meaning kills, yet told. 
The listener wonders how you thought it cold ; 
Small slights, neglect, unmix'd perhaps with hatd. 
Make up in number what they want in weight. 
These, and » thousand grief* minute as tlieae. 
Corrode out comfort, and destroy onr «asr. 

As t^eriing tends to good or leoiu to ill. 
It gives fresh force to vice or principle : 
Tis not a gifl peculiar to the good, 
Tis often but the virtue of the blood ; 
And what would seem compuasion's moral flow. 
In but a circulation swif^ or slow. 
But to divert it to its proper foumc, 
Thercwi*dom'« power appcBre.lhetrrrason'iforrc: 





If ill directed it pursue ihe wrong. 

U adds new strength to what before w 

Breaks out in wild irregular desires, 

Diaorder'd passions, and illicit fires : 

Witiiout, deforms the man, depra 

And makes the work of God the slave of sin. 

But If Religion's bias rule the soul, 

Then Sensibility exalts the whole ; 

Sheds its sweet sunshine on the moral part. 

Nor wastes on fnnry what should warm the heart. 



From Florio,^-a Tale for Jine Gentlemen and 
fine Ladies. 

Fldkio and hi> Friend Bellaiuo. 

Exhausted Florio, at the age 

When youth should rush on glory's stage ; 

When life should open fresh and new, 

And ardent hope her schemes pursue ; 

Of youthful gaiety bereft, 

Had scarce an unbroach'd pleasure left ; 

He found already to his cost. 

The shining gloss of life was lost ; 

And pleasure was so coy a prude, 

She fled the more, the more pnrsu'd ; 



Ot if, o'ertaken and careu'cl, 

He loath'd, and left her when posseu'd. 

But Florio knew the world; that scieiice 

Sets sense and learning at defianre ; 

He thought the world to him was known. 

Whereas he only knew the town ; 

In men this blunder still you find, 

All think their little set — Mankind. 

Tho' high renown the youth had ^n'd, 
No flagrant crimen his life had stain'd ; 
No. tool of falsehood, slafe of passion. 
But spoilt by Cuslom, and the Fathion. 
Tho' known among a, certain stl. 
He did not like to be In debt; 
He shudder'd at the dicer's box. 
Nor thought it very heterodox 
That iradesmeu should be sometimes paid, 
And bargains kept, as well as made. 
His growing credit, as a sinner. 
Was that he lik'd to spoil a dinner : 
Made pleasure, and made business wttii. 
And still, by system, came loo late : 
Yet 'twas a hopeful indication. 
On which to found a reputation : 
Small habits, well punu'd betimes. 
May reach the dignity «f crlmcat 
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And who a justjdr claim preferred. 
Than One who always broke his word ? 
His mornings were not spent in vice, 
'Twas lounging, sauntering, eating ice ; 
W^ up and down St. James's Street^ 
Full fifty times the youth you 'd meet : 
He hated cards, detested drinking. 
But strolTd to shun the toil of thinking ; 
Twas doing nothing was his curse. 
Is there a vice can plague us worse ? 
The wretch who digs the mine for bread. 
Or ploughs, that Others may be fed. 
Feels less fatigue than that decreed 
To him who cannot think or read. 
Not all the peril of temptations, 
Not all the conflict of the passions, 
Can quench the spark of glory's flame. 
Or quite extinguish Virtue's name ; 
Like the true taste for genuine saunter. 
Like Sloth, the soul's most dire enchanter. 
The active fires that stir the breast. 
Her poppies charm to fatal rest ; 
They rule in short and quick succession. 
But Sloth keeps one long, fast possession ; 
Ambition's reign is quickly clos'd, 
Th' usurper Rage is soon depos'd ; 
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TntemperaQce, where there 's no temptaliou, 
Makes voluntary abdication: 
Of other tyrants short tlie strife. 
But Indolence ii king for life; 
The deS[)ot twists, with soft coatrol. 
Eternal fetters round the soul. 

Yet tho' go poUsh'd Florio'* breeding, 
Think him not ignorant of reading: 
For he to keep him from the vapours, 
SubKiib'd at Hookham's, saw the papers; 
Was deep in poet's-comer wit; 
Knew what was in Italics writ; 
Explain'd Kctitioua names at will. 
Each gutted syllable could Gil ; 
There ofl, in paragraphs, his name 
Gave symptom sweet of growing fame : 
Tho' yet they only serv'U to hint 
That Florio lov'd (o sec in print. 
His ample buckles' alter'd shape, 
His buttons chang'd, his varying cape. 
And many a standard phrase was his 
Might rival bore, or banish quit ; 
The man who grttsps this young renown. 
And early stitrts for fashion's crown ; 
In time that glorious prize may wield. 
Which clubs, and even Ncwnuiket yield. 
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ie Studied while he dress'd, for true 'tig, 
read Compeiidiufns, Extracts, Beauties, 
1 ecueils, 

r-aitt, and Fetdllet : 
rufollow'd, 
^ Bwallow'd. 
*.. 
thers' books ; 

By plucking bons-mots from their places ; 

He wonders any writing sells, 

But these spic'd mushrooms and morelb ; 

His palate these alone can touch. 

Where every mouthful is bonne houcke. 

Some phrase, that with the public took. 

Was all he read of any book ; 

For plan, detail, arrangement, system. 

He let them go, and never miss'd 'em. 

Of each new play he saw a part, 

And all the Anas had by heart ; 

He found whatever they produce 

Is fit for converaation^use ; 

Learning so ready for display, 

A page would prime him for a day : 

They cram not with a mass of knowledge. 

Which smacks of toil, and smells of college. 
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MThich in the memory u»ele$» lies, 
Or only makes men — good and wise. 
This might have merit once indeed. 
But now for other ends we read. 

A Triend he had, Bellario hight, 
A reasoning, reading, learned wight; 
At least with men of Florio's breeding. 
He was a prodigy of reading. 
He knew each itale and vapid lie. 
In tomfe of French philosophy ; 
And then, we fairly may presume, 
From Pyrrho down to David Hume, 
"Twere dithcutt to single out 
A man more full of shallow doubt ; 
He knew the little sceptic prattle. 
The Kopliist's paltry arts of battle; 
Talk'd gravely of tli' Atomic dance. 
Of moral fitness, fate, and chance; 
Admir'd the system of Lucretius, 
Whose matchless verse makes nonsense speciout ; 
To this his doctrine owes its merits. 
Like poisonous reptiles kept in spMa ; 
Tho' sceptics dull his scheme rehearse. 
Who have not souls to taste his verse. 

Bellario founds hb reputation 
On dry, stale jokes, about CreatioD ; 
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Would prove, by argument circuitous 

The combination was fortuitous. 

Swore 1 de was to deceive, 

And prey c believe ; 

With bit d jeer. 

And iinl(ing sneer. 

GrB'< I in store, 

Wl r'd o'er and o"er; 

And u! s penetration, 

The trite, old trick of false citation ; 

From ancient authors fond to quote 

A phrase or thought they never wrote. 

Upon his highest shelf there stood 
The classics, neatly cut in wood ; 
And in a more commodious station. 
You found them in a French translation : 
He swears, 'tis from the Greek he quotes. 
But keeps the French — just for the notes. 
He worshipp'd certain modem names, 
Who History write in Epigrams, 
In pointed periods, shining' phrases. 
And all the small poetic daisies, 
Which crowd the pert and florid style. 
Where fact is dropt to raise a smile ; 
Where notes indecent or profane 
Serve to raise doubts, but not explain: 
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Where all is tpaugile, glitter, show. 
And truth is overlaid below : 
Arts sconi'd by History's sober Muse, 
Arts CtiircDdon disdain'd to use. 

Whai«'er the subject of debate, 
Twas larded still with sceptic prate ; 
Begin whatever theme you will. 
In unbelierhe lands you still; 
The good, with shame 1 speak it, feel 
Not half this proselyting zeal ; 
While cold their Master's cause to own. 
Content to go to Ilcareu alone; 
The inlidel in liberal trim. 
Would carry all the world with him; 
Would treat his wife, fri«nd, kindred, nation. 
Mankind — with what? — Annihilation. 

Tho' Florio did not quite believe him. 
He thought, why should a friend deceive him ? 
Much as be priz'd Bellario's wit, 
He lik'd not all his notions yet ; 
He thought him chaming, pleasant, odd, 
But hop'd one m%fat bdJere in Ood ; 
Yet such the channi that grac'd hit tongue, 
He knew not how to think him wrong. 
Tito' Florio tried a thousand ways, 
Truth's insuppreasive torch would bUu; 
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Where once 


her flame haa biiml, 


UouU 


If ever it go 


fairly out. 






Yet und. 




irio's care 




He gaio'd r. 
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liter air; 




With many 




■enown, 




D«!f[ 




the towD 




Whoa 




: knew. 
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leas a, u 




;y repair. 


liiey drew; 



To get r( 

Mythology gain at a glance, 

And learn the classics from a dance : 

In Ovid they ne'er car'd u groat 

How far'd th& venturous Ai^naut ; 

Yet charm'd they see Medea rise 

On fiery dragons to the skies. 

For Dido, tho' they never knew her 

As Maro's magic pencil drew her, 

Faitliful, and fond, and broken-hearted. 

Her pious vagabond departed ; 

Yet, for Didone how they roar ! 

And cara! cara! loud encore. 

One taste Bellario's soul possess 'd, 
The master -passion of his breast ; 
It was not one of those frail joys, 
Which, by possession, quickly cloys ; 




This bli» was solid, constant, tnic, 
'Twfts action, and 'twae passion too ; 
For tho' the business might be finish'd, 
The pleasure scarcely was diminish 'd ; 
Did he ride out, or sit, or walk, 
!1c lir'd it o'er again in talk ; 
Prolong'd the fugitive delight. 
In words by day, in dreams by night. 
'TwBB eating did his soul allure, 
A deep, keen, modish epicure : 
Tho' once this name, as 1 opine. 
Meant not such men as live to dine ; 
Yet all our modern Witt assure us, 
That's all they know of Epicurus : 
They fondly fancy, thai repletion 
Was the chief good of that fam'd Gre 
To live m gardens full of flowere, 
And talk philosophy in bowen, 
Or, in the covert of a wood. 
To descant on ihc sovereign good. 
Might be the notion of their founder, . 
But they have notions vastly Kiunder ; 
Their bolder standards they erect. 
To form a more substantial sect : 
Old Epicurus would not own 'em: 
A dinner r% their jumnuBi bonvm. 
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More like you 11 find tach qMtiks as 
To EpicuruB' Deities; 
Like them they mix not with sffiuniy 
Qui loU and laugh at human cares* 
To beaux this di£fereuoe is aUoiw'd,' 
They choose a sofa for a cloud ; 
Bellario had embraced with gl< 
This practical philosojdiy.* * 



* See yohune fint o£ Hannah Bf ov»** 
19 Tok. CadeU, 1818. 
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Sonnet lo Hope.' 

O EVER skiU*d to wear llie furat we love 1 

To bid the shapts of fear and grief depart ; 
Come, gentle Hope \ with one gay smile remove 

The lasting sadness of an aching licart. 
Tliy voice, benign Eocbaiitrets ! let me hear: 

Say that for me some pleasures yet shall bloom. 
Tliat Fancy's radiance. Friendship's precious tear, 

Shall Boften, ur shall chase, misfortune's gloom. 
But come not glowing in the daaliog ray. 

Which once with dear illusions cbarm'd my eye, 
O ! strew no more, sweet flatterer 1 on my way 

The flowers I fondly thought too bright to die ; 
Visions less fair will sooiIk? my pensive breast. 
That asks not happineas, but longs (or rest! 

■ To lhi> wnnet. ihe aiitliOKM hsa nibjiHDed tike fol- 
lowing note, in bd wliticm of her Pomu printed 18S3i 
" I ramaamrt ibc Soiuifli witb thai lo Hope, frmn ■ pn< 
dilwtion in iu fsTAOi', for whifli I hare a )iniud mson ; 
il li that uf Mr. Wordnrorth, vho lauly honound m« 
vrith hli tiiiu whil* H Farii, having npeawd It to ma 
trora luainary. afm a !■(■■ oT many ytan." 
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A.., Evan i 


; stream 


How onc^ 


ay. 


And view 


iddeoing beam. 


Oi 1 




Toy, 


'g side, 


How OH m; > were 


led, 


Where far beneath the wa 


tera glide, 


And thick the woods ar 


■e spread ! 



But I no more a charm can see 

In Evan's lovely glades ; 
And drear and desolate to me 

Are those enchanting shades. 

While far — how far from Evan's bowers, 

My wandering lover flies ; 
Where dark the angry tempest lowers. 

And high the billows rise ! 

And 0, where'er the wanderer goes, 

Is that poor mourner dear. 
Who gives, while soft the Evan flon-s. 

Each passing wave a tear ! 



HELEX UAKIA WILUAMN 

And docs he now that grotto view? 

On those steep banks still gaze ? 
In fancy does he still pursue 

The Evan's lovely tnaxe ? 

O come ! repass the stormy wave, 
toil for gold no more I 

Our love a dearer pleasure g^ave 
On Evan's peaceful shore. 



Leave not my breaking heart to mourn 

The joys so long denied ; 
Ah, won to thoK green banks return 

Where Eran meets the Clyde. 



JOANNA BAILLIE. 



Wai" 'i armless play 

Beg ng day. 

When uiawn uie evtimit!; fire about, 
Sit aged crone, and thoughtless lout. 
And child upon his three-foot atool, 
Waiting till his supper cool ; 
And maid, whose cheek outblooms the rose 
As bright the blazing faggot glows, 
Who, bending to the friendly light, 
Plies her task with busy sleight ; 
Come, shew thy tricks and sportive graces. 
Thus circled round with merry faces. 

Backward coil'd, and crouching low. 
With glaring eyeballs watch thy foe. 
The housewife's spindle whirling round. 
Or thread, or straw, that on the ground 
Its shadow throws, by urchin sly 
Held out to lure thy roving eye ; 
Then, onward stealing, fiercely spring 
Upon the futile, faithless thing. 



No* 



, wh(.'LUtig rauiiil, wilh bootlcsji skill. 



Tliy bo-peep tail provokes tliee still, 
As oh beyond thy cuning side 
Itsjelty lip is mtn lo glide; 
Till, from thy centre starting far. 
Thou sidelong rear'st, with rump in sur, 
Erected stiff, and gait awry, 
Like madani in her tantrums high : 
Tho' ne'er a madam of them all 
Whose silken kirtic sweeps tlie hall. 
More varied trick and whim displays. 
To catch the admiring gtrangei's gaze. 

Doth pouer in varied measDres dmll, 
All thy vagaries wild to t«ll ? { 

Ah no ! the start, the jet, the bound, 
The giddy scamper routid and round, 
Willi leap, and jerk, and high curvet, 
And many a whirling somer«et, 

I (Permitted be the modern muse 

I Expression technical to use.) 

1 These mock ilie dtftcat rhymester's skill, 

I But poor iu art, iho' rich in will. 
The fi-atest (umbler, stage-bedighl, 

' To thee is but a clumsy wi^t, 
10 every limb nnd sinew strains, 

L To do what cost* ihee little pains 
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Thy datcfaae fcet bqal the graaad. 



Lfte |indln of SB enlf iom; 

While MfOy Cram di; wliUa'd cbfck, 

1^ hatf'doa'd ejea peer miU aDd meek. 

B«t not alooe by cottage fire 
Do nutici nide Aj feau vlmiTe ; 
The learned aagc, «boae ibooglib explore 
The widest rang* of hanMn lore. 
Or, wtlh nnfetter'd fancy, fly 
Thro' airy beiglits of poesy, 
Fatuing, mile* with alter'd air. 
To tee thee climb his elbow-choir. 
Or, (trngi^ing on the mat below. 
Hold warfoie with bia tlipper'd toe. 
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The widow'd dame, or lonely maid. 
Who in the still, but cheerless (hade 
or home unsocial, spetids her age. 
And rarely turns a letter'd page: 
Upon her hearth for thee lets full 
The rounded cork, or paper ball, 
Nor chides thee on thy wicked watch 
The ends of ravell'd skein to catch. 
Out lets thee have thy wayward will. 
Perplexing oft her sober skill. 
Even he, whose mind of gloomy bent, 
In lunely tower or prison pent. 
Reviews the coil of former days. 
And loathes the world and all its ways; 
What time the lamp's unsteady gleam 
Doth rouse htm from his moody dream. 
Fctils, as thou gambol'st round his seat. 
His heart with pride leu fiercely beat. 
And smiles, a link in thee to find 
That joins him still to living kind. 

Whence hast thou, then, thou witless p 
The magic power to charm us thus? 
Is il, that in thy glaring eye. 
And rapid movemenls, we descry. 
While we al ease, secure from dt, 
TTie chimney-corner snugly fill. 
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A Uon dartiog on the prey, 
A tiger st hit mthkBs play 7 
Or, is ity thst in thee we trace. 
With all thy varied wanton grace. 
An emblem viewed with kindred eye, 
Of trickiy, restlesB infancy ? 
Ah ! many a lightly-sportive child. 
Who halfai like thee, our wits beguii'd. 
To dull and sober manhood grown. 
With strange recoil our hearts disown. 
Even so, poor Kit ! must thou endure. 
When thou becom'st a cat demure, 
Full many a cuff and angry word. 
Chid roughly from the tempting board. 
And yet, for that thmi hast, I veeen. 
So oft our favoured playmate been. 
Soft be the change which thou shalt prove 
When time hath spoil'd thee of our love ; 
Still be thou deem'd, by housewife fat, 
A comely, careful, mousing cat, 
Whose dish is, for the public good. 
Replenished oft with savoury food. 

Nor, when thy span of life is past, 
Be thou to pond or dunghill cast ; 
But gently borne on goodman*s spade. 
Beneath the decent sod be laid, 



And children shew, with glbtening eyes, 
The place where poor old Pussy lin. 



SONG. 

(tn Elhaald.) 



Wake awhile, and pleasant be, 
Gentle voice of melody. 

Say, sweet carol, who are they 
Who checrly greet the rising day ? 
Little birds iu leafy bower; 
Swallows twittering on the tower; 
Larks upon the lig^il air borne ; 
Hunters rous'd with shrilly faom ; 
The woodman whistling onbis way ; 
The new'wak'd child at early play, 
Who barefoot prints the dewy green. 
Winking to the sunny sheen ; 
And the meek maid who binds her yellow I 
And blithely doth her daily task prepare. 

Say, sweet carol, who arc tliey 
Who welcome in the evening grey ? 





The housewife trim and merry lout, 

Who Bit ihe blazing fire about; 

The sage ' " 'a book ; 

The tired look, 

Who halJ aa« [y hears 

The gossip's is ears; 

Thelw y stall; 

The e hall ; 

But most ui 3f cheerful soul. 

Who fills her peaceful warrior's flowiug bovl. 

Well hast thou said I and thanks to thee, 
Voice of gentle melody! 



(inOrro.) 

The cough andTirow to roost are gone, 

The owl sits on the tree, 
The hush'd wind wails with feeble moan, 

Like infant charity. 
The wild-fire dances on the fen, 

The red star sheds its ray, 
Up-touse ye, then, my merry ment 

It is our opening day. 
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Both child and nurse are fast ^leep; 

And clos'd is every flower. 
And winking tapers faintly peep 

High from my Lady's bower ; 
Bewilder'd hinds with shorten'd ken 

Shrink on their murky way, 
Up-rouse ye, then, my merry men ! 

It is our opening day. 

Nor board nor gamer own we now. 

Nor roof nor latched door, 
Nor kind mate bound by holy vow 

To bless a good man's store ; 
Noon lulls us in a gloomy den, 

And night is grown our day, 
Up-rouse ye, then, my merry men ! 

And use it as ye may. 



SONG. 
{In The Beacon,) 



Wish'd-for gales the light vane veering, 
Better dreams the dull night cheering; 
Lighter heart the morning greeting. 
Things of better omen meeting ; 

D D 
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Eyes each passing; strang;eT watching, 

Ears each feeble rumour catching, 

Say he psiBt<^h atill nn earthly ground, 

Xbfttfei I long, long lost bt roiiml. 



S^ 



a ringing. 



Open'd aims m Hi 

Joyful looks thro' blind tears glancing; 

The gladsome bounding of his aged hound. 

Say he in truth is here, OUT long, long lost is found. 

Hymned thanks and beedsmen praying, 
With sheath'd sword the urchin playing; 
Blazon'd hall with torches burning. 
Cheerful morn in peace returning; 
Converse sweet that strangely borrows 
Present bliss from former sorrows, 
O who can tell each blessed sight and sound. 
That says, he with us bides, our long, long lost is 
found. 
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SONG. 

{In Tlt4 Staeon.) 

Up ! quit thy bower, late wears the hour ; 
Long have the rooks caw'd round thy tower; 
On tiower and tree, loud hums the l>ee ; 
The wildiag kid sporti merrily : 
A day so hright, bo fresh, so clear, 
Shine th when good fortune's near. 

Upl lady fair, and braid thy hair. 

And rouse thee in the bref ly air ; 

The lulling stream, thai sooth 'tl thy ilream, 

b dancing in the sunny beam ; 

And hours so sweet, so bright, so gay. 

Will waft good fortune on iu way. 

Up! lime will lell ; the friar's bell 
Its service sound hatli chim'd well ; 
The aged crone keeps house alone. 
And reapers to tlic helda ar« gone ; 
The active day so boon and bright, 
May bring good fortune ere the night. 
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SONG. 

„r--""- *-~* ■"•■* owlet grey 
Thu ir airy way ; 
A' nd drowBy fly, 

1 le humming by : 

i 8, long and deep, 

i he pale sky peep ; 

O'' e you say, 

My woodland love ia on her way. 

Upon the soft wind floaU her hair, 
Her breath is on the dewy air ; 
Her steps are in the whisper'd sound 
That steals along the stilly ground. 
O dawn of day, in rosy bower. 
What art thou to this witching hour ! 
O noon of day, in sunshine bright, 
What art thou to this fall of night ! 



i 



SONG. 

The gowan glitters on the sward, 

The lav rock's in the sky. 
And coUey on my plaid keeps ward, 

And time is passing by. 



Oh DOl lad and slotr! 

I lieur nae welcome sound : 
The shadow or our trytting-butli, 

I( wcara so slowly round ! 

My ^eep-bell tinklea frae the tresi. 

My Iambi are bleating near ; 
Bui itill the sound that 1 lo'c best. 

Alack ! I canna hear! 
Oh no ! sad and slow ! 

The shadow linger* still ; 
And like a lanely ghaut I stand. 

And croon upon the hill. 

I hear below the water roar, 

TIic mill wi' citicking din ; 
And luckey scolding frae the dooi* 

To bring the baimies in. 
Oh DO '. «ad and slow I 

These are nae sounds for me; " 
The shadow of our trysting-buih. 

It creeps sae drearily ! 

I rod yestreen from chapman Tun 

A snoud u' bonnic blue. 
And promis'd, when our Irysting cun, 

To tie it round her brow. 
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Oh no ! sad and slow ! 

The time it winna pass ! 
The shadow of that weary thorn 

Is tether'd on the grass. 

O now I see her on the way, 

She's past the Witch's knowe ; 
She's climbing up the Brownie's brae 

My heart is in a lowe. 
Oh no ! sad and slow ! 

Tis glamrie I hae seen ; 
The shadow of diat hawthorn bush 

Will move nae mair till e'en. 



My book o' grace TU try to read, 

Tho' conn'd wi' little skill ; 
When colley barks 111 raise my head. 

And find her on the hill. 
Oh no ! 'tis nae so ! 

The time will ne'er be gane ! 
The shadow of the trysting-bush 

Is fix'd like ony stane. 



SCOTT. 



In the third yohune of EUii't 4»00Jm#m tif tk§ B. B. P. 
are two poems by Miit Soott of Ancnun. The foUow. 
ing is one of them. 



The Owl. 

While the Moon, with sudden gleam, 

Thro' the clouds that cover her. 
Darts her light upon the stream, 
And the poplars gently stir, 
Pleas*d I hear thy boding cry ! 
Owl, that loVst the cloudy sky, 
Sure, thy notes are harmony ! 



While the maiden, pale with care. 

Wanders to the lonely shade, 
Sighs her sorrows to the air. 

While the flowerets round her fade,- 
* Shrinks to hear thy boding cry. 
Owl, that lov'st the cloudy sky. 
To her it is not harmony ! 



While the wretch, with mournful dole, 

Wrings his hands in agony. 
Praying for his brother's soul 
Wl uddenly,— 

t . hy boding cry, — J 

he cloudy iky, 
Kkxmonj. 
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■T The Orphan Boy'. TaU. 

St»t, lady, Slay, for mercy's wkc. 

And hear a helpless orphan'i laic. 
All ! sure coy looks must pily wake, 

'Tis want that makes my chedc so pale. 
Yet 1 was ooce a molher's pride. 

And my brave father's hope aod joy : 
lt.ii m the Nile's proud fight he died, 

And I am now an orphan boy. 

Poor foolish child 1 bow pleas-d wat 1, 

When news of Nebon's victory came. 
Along ihe crowded streets to fly. 

To force me home my mother sought. 

She could not bear to see my joy ; 
For with my father's life 'twas bought. 

And made me ■ poor orphan boy. 


1 
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The people's shouts were long and loud. 

My mother, shudderiiig, clos'd her cars ; 
' Rejoice 1 rejoice!' stil! cried the crowd; 

My >ith her tears. 

' Wh OB,' said 1, 

' 1 ind shout with joy V 

She \ h such a sigh I 

She '• orphan boy. 

' What is an orp — i boy?" I cried, 

As in her face 1 look'd, and snul'd ; 
My mother thro' her tears replied, 

' You '11 know too soon, ill-fated child !' 
And now they've toU'd my mother's knell. 

And I 'm no more a parent's joy, 
O lady, — I have learnt too well 

What 'tis to be an orphan boy. 

Oh ! were I by your bounty fed ! 

Nay, gentle lady, do not chide, — 
Trust me, I mean to earn my bread ; 

The sailor's orphan boy has pride. 
Lady, you weep 1 — ha ? — this to me ? 

You'll give me clothing, food, employ ? 
Look down, dear parents! look, and see 

Your happy, happy orphan boy ! 



SONG. 

Go, youth belor'd, in distant gladei. 

New friepcU, new hopes, new joys to find ! 
Yet sometimes deign, midst fairer muids. 

To think on her thou leav'st behind. 
Thy love, thy fate, dear youth, to ihare 

Must never be my happy lot : 
But thou mayst grant this humble prayer, 

Forget me not, foi^et me not. 



Yet, should the tlioughi of my distra 
Too painful (o thy feelings be. 

Heed not the wish I now express, 
Nor ever deign to think on me : 
t, oh I if grief thy steps attend. 
If want, if sickness be thy lot. 

And thou require a soothing ftieud. 
Forget me not ! forget me not I 
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From The Highlanders, 

(Part II.) 

Tke dotnesHe Group attembled in the evemnff, reheane to 
each other the toiltj adventures, visions, and eanietn^ 
platUms of the day. Enthusiastic feelitig, exdied by 
the simple pathos of artless narrative or unstudied com- 
position — contrasted tvith the apathy common among 
those in whom much intercourse tcith the world has 
blunted the finer feelings — illustrated by a comparison. 
Evening worship. 

When the declining Sun withdraws his fires, 
And slowly from the mountain top retires ; 
When echoes whisper to the evening gale. 
And shadows dim the visionary vale : 
When cattle slumber in the peaceful fold. 
And clouds in wild fantastic shapes are roll'd ; 
The scatter'd family delighted meet, 
And with complacent smile each other greet. 
All day from deep recesses of the woods. 
From shelving rocks, or secret winding floods. 



Each individual strives to brings a share 

To aid their household wanU, or help their fnig;al 

The boastful Boy, caught l)y his fticblt: hook 
Displays the scaly tenants of the brook : 
The Goat-herdi in their osier baskets hring 
The nholesome herbs on airy cliffs that spring ; 
The alder bark that gives the sabte dye, 
Or buds of heath that with the saffron vie ; 
While moss, that wont on aged rocks to grow. 
Shall make the »arious woof with purple glow ; 
The housewife pleas'd the varied gifla beholds. 
While hope anticipates the chequer'd folds; 
And colours of the home-made drapery. 
Pride of her heart, and pleasure of her eye. 
Tlie cumbrous burden see the Father bear. 
Of pliant birch, or smooth -^rain'd juniper : 
To form the roof that shields the humble dome, 
" Where every wandering stranger finds a home ;" 
Or frame the seemly vesseU that contain 
The milky store which from their flocks they drain ; 
For here scaire known the sordid arts of trade. 
They seek no ^ross mechanit^'s frigid aid : 
Tho* mean the dwelling thus uncoulhly n^ar'd, 
Tis still by kindly gratitude endcar'd : 
While each his ueighUinr aids with cordial smile, 
To build, like labouring ants, the rustic pile. 
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The household stuff their simple wants demand. 
Is faahion'd by the ingenious owner's hand : 
The knife, thp axe. the niitrer, and the fire. 
The only t inventive sire. 

From couruy a rble columns borne, 

Let not the a r works with scorn ; 

Till he ai : to view, 

By mea 'ith tools as few. 

The r 'cary inmates cheers. 

And kindness now on every face appears ; 
Well pleas'd to meet in comfort, and display 
The mix'd adventures of the various day. 
What bounding deer and fluttering game they 

trac'd. 
What hunter met them on the moory waste ; 
What straying cattle from the adjacent strath. 
They careful turn'd into the homeward path : 
Or tell what rude and new-invented lay. 
With soothing cadence lult'd their tedious day : 
Th' unearthly voice, deep-sounding thro' the wood. 
Or vision wild of mournful solitude, 
That brings the long-lost brother back again 
From Quebec's gates, or sad CuUoden's plain : 
By turns in wonder wrapt, or chill'd with fear, 
Or sunk in woe, th' attentive audience hear ; 
And each impression which their words impart. 
Sinks with deep interest on the artless heart : 



ANME OBAKT. 
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Not all the magic cunning of ibc scene, 
Tho' Siddons' self in sorrow's pomp be s«en, 
Can wake emotions in tlie callous mind, 
V'era'd ia the crooked science of rannkind. 
So son, so strong, to wann, as lietc are known. 
Where modest Nature works, and works alone. 
The vivid portion of celestial fire. 
Which bids the energetic soul uspirc. 
Like the clear flames that light the frozen zone, 
Blown by the favouring breath of heaven alone. 
More brightly blazes, more intensely glows, 
TliiUi where slow art hei langiiid aid bestows. 

Now all the household with due reverence kneel. 
While in emphatic phrase with fervent xeal, 
The Parent Swain pouts out bis ardent prayer. 
For the dear objects of his lenderest care ; 
Or else, by humble gratitude inspir'd. 
His swelling heart with holy transport (ir'd. 
Presents hit praise — an Evaung Sacrt/ice, 
Sincere aod welcome to the approving skies. 
Thus blessing Heaven, and by each othrr hltM, 
llic^y drawn theii toils in sweet oblivious rest. 



ATq tlamltl viilhiMl mmt Wid/m, aha it in a grtal naonNv 
tupporltd, and aaved /ran Iht diigraee of a nendioani 

lifi, i. 

Where yonde. otams boynd the scene. 

The nam that intervene 

Still Bhelte r nook obscure. 

One pool -where all are poor; 

Some 1 ipeless of relief, 

Who to \uiT sfcret breast confines lier grief; 
Dejected sighs the wintry night away. 
And lonely muses all the summer day : 
Her gallant sons, who smit with honour's charms. 
Pursued the phantom Fame thro' war's alarms. 
Return no more ; stretch'd on Hindostan's plain, 
Or sunk beneath th' unfathomable main; 
In vain her eyes the watery waste explore. 
For heroes — fated to return no more ! 
Let others bless the morning's reddening beam, 
■ Foe to her peace — it breaks th' illusive dream 
That, in their prime of manly bloom confest, 
Restor'd the long lost warriors to her breast; 
And as they strove, with smiles of filial love. 
Their widow'd parent's anguish to remove, 
Thro' her small casement broke th' intrusive day. 
And chas'd the pleasing images away .' 
No lime can e'er her banish'd joys restore, 
For ah ! a heart once broken, heals no more. 



ANNE GRANT. 417 

The dewy beams that gleam from pity's eye, 
The ** still small roice'' of sacred sympathy. 
In vain the mourner's sorrows would beguile, 
Or steal from weary woe one languid smile ; 
Yet what they can they do, — the scanty store. 
So often open'd for the wandering poor, 
To her each cottager complacent deals. 
While the kind glance the melting heart reveals; 
And still, when evening streaks the west with gold. 
The milky tribute from the lowing fold 
With cheerful haste officious children brings 
And every smiling flower that decks the Spring : 
Ah ! little know the fond attentive tram. 
That Spring and flowerets smile for ber in vain : 
Yet hence they learn to reverence modest woe^ 
And of their little all a part bestow* 
Let those to wealth and proud distinction bom, 
With the cold glance of insblence and scorn 
Regard the suppliant wretch, — and harshly grieve 
The bleeding heiurt their bounty would relieve,-^ 
Far different these; — ^while from a bounteous heait 
With the poor sufferer they divide a part ; 
Humbly they own that all they have is given 
A boon precarious from indulgent Heaven : 
And the next blighted crop, or frosty spring, 
Themselves to equal indigence may bring. 

B B 



From Wali^Ce, or the Fight of FaUdrk. 



Wallace in sober mood revolves 
High soaring hopes and deep resolves ; 
Sees victory gain'd, the day his own, 
A native monarch on the throne, 
And hears his much-lov'd country shed 
A thousand blessings on his head ! 
Twas a gay dream, — the voice of Graeme 

Dispers'd it, and it fled away. 
As fly from morning's ruddy beam 

The mists of early day : 
As its accents came to Wallace' ear, 
They sounded with half their wonted cheer, 
And when he rais'd his speaking eye, 
It sparkled with half the usual joy. 
For who 80 blithe as the gallant Gneme, 
When he stood on the edge of the hour of fame! 
But now a strange, unwelcome guest 
O'crclouds his brow, and chills hia breast ; 
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His generous heart disdain'd to bear 

The ponderous weight of untold care ; 

Tho' half asham'dy his lips confess 

His fancy's dreary dreams, his bosom's heaviness. 

" Wallace, in many a busy hour 

We have look*d on death together, 
We have seen the fiercest war-clouds lower, 
Stood calm mid many an iron shower. 

And mock'd the pelting weather; 
And smil'd to see our bumish'd mail 
Turn the thick storm of arrowy hail ; 
For still, whererer Wallace trod 
My foot as firmly press'd the sod ; 
My heart's first boast, my dearest pride, 
To stand or fall by Wallace' side ! 
How wilt thou marvel then to hear, 
That gossip tales and baby fear. 
Sleep's flunsy shades — night's mockeries. 
With magic film delude my eyes, 
Till to my heart the future seems 
Crowded with sanguine forms, a scene of ghastf^ 
dreams. 

Nay, Wallace, smile not on thy friend ; 

Tis pressing on a thorn : 
Chide, and thy voice shall not offend ; 

But Gneme endures not scorn ! 
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Of late in great Kincardine's tower. 
Subdued by slumber's welcome power. 

In willing thrall I lay ; 
When to my eyes a phantom rose. 
Which scar'd the angel of repose. 

And fill'd me with dismay : 
All shiveringj wan, and smear'd with blood. 
Close to my couch Sir Patrick stood ; 
His pale, pale -cheek and clotted hair, . 
His hollow eyes' unearthly glare, 
Appall'd my senses, from my brow 
The beads of fear began to flow ; 
The phantom shook its gory head — 

* Art thou a Graeme V it sternly said, 

* Art thou a Grseme ? and does thine eye 
Shrink to behold war's livery ? 

The Fates, enamoured of our name, 
Loudly demand another Groeme ; 
Thy death-word is pronounc'd on high. 
The last of all thy fields is nigh ! 
Farewell, thy task shall soon be o'er ; 
^Ve meet ere long, to part no more V 



I sprang from my couch as the dawn arose^ 
And thought in my restless mind. 

That the grizzly forms of vex'd repose. 
Would flee from the morning wind ; 
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And I cliinb*d to the brow of the upland heathy 
To taste of the gale the freshest breath ; 
A cloud was on Craig Rossie's brow. 
Dark gloom'd Kincardine's towers below. 
And the winding Ruthven's ripling swell 
Murmur'd low on mine ear, * Farewell, farewell !' 
Then I thought on thee, and thy loyal tryste, 

And I sprang on my berry-brown steed, 
That it might not be said that Greeme was mias'd 

In the hour of Scotland's need ; 
But still as I rode, I tum'd me round. 
To list to the Ruthven's mournful sound. 
And thou canst not think how its voice was dear. 
When its last faint murmur met mine ear ! 
For prophetic was my answering sigh 
To the stream which 1 lo^d in infancy JT 

** By Heaven !" cried Wallace, ** yonder foe 
Has bribM some demon of the night. 

To chill thy bosom's generous glow, 

Unstring thy ri^t arm for the blow. 

And blunt the sword of our worthiest knight? 

But blush not, man ! a goblin tale 

Oft makes the hero's cheek turn pale ; 

Oft has my sleep been vex'd and cross'd 

By wailing, sprite, or grizzly ghost. 

Till gazing on the shadows grim, 

Spell-bound, I've shook in every limb; 
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But when arose the welcome day. 
The cowards shunn'd the piercing ray. 
And reason whistled them away ; 
But see, where the warlock rowan* bends. 

And offers its mystic aid. 
For 'tis said that the helm which its leaf defends 

Shall mock the temper'd blade." 
Then smiling, he tore a branch in haste. 
And fest in the helm of his comrade plac'd. 
And tho' little of warlock aid he reck'd. 
With the powerful plant his bonnet decked. 

" Oh, Greeme ! my brother, and my friend. 

The dawn is creeping on, 
And thou or I may meet our end, 

Ere this day's work is done ; 
Or by the cozie ingle side 
Thro' tame old age may safely glide ; 
But this we know — no coward slave 
Shall ever sleep in either grave ; 
Yet lest life's wintry eve be ours, 
Let's cut out talk for tedious hours. 
While still our proudest theme shall be, 
The tale of this day's victory ! 
Our trampled fields refuse to give 
Yon lawless plunderers means to live, 

* Mountain ash. 
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And their wasted forms will but afford 
Half triumph to the hungry sword ; 
But Heaven is weary — to the skies 
The cries of ravaged nations rise; 
Yon Cambrians, hamess'd to the yoke. 
Their bloody chains have rudely broke. 
For every sig^ of the summer wind, 

And every groan of the distant flood, 
Brings to each gall'd and fetter'd mind 
Their weeping country left behind. 

And Conway's waves of blood ; 
Wrapt in gray mists, mid the evening gale. 
White-bearded prophets dimly sail, 
And our mountain echoes, sad and faint, 
Seem Hoel's mournful harp, and Hoel's mild 
complaint T 



Then Greeme dismiss'd the transient gloom. 

And shook, weU-pleas'd, his shadowy plume ; 

He pois'd his spear, and grasp'd his shield. 

And tum'd him towards the crowded field ; 

But the dark bird sate on the oak. 

And loaded the gale with his sullen croak; 

On heavy wing, in cowering flight. 

The rowan he snatch'd from the helmet bright; 

Then flew from the chieftain's eager gaie. 

Which followed his course in deep amaze ! 



.... vyt y,yjii tixi\^ ov 



Sleep, tranquil sleep, is mir 
Then he strode away, and t 
With his ponderous arraour 
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Infant Love. 
(From Blcauh^ a Poem,) 

If in this world of breathing harm, 
There lurk one universal charm, 
One power, which, to no clime confin'd. 
Sways either sex, and every mind ; 
MThich cheers the monarch on his throne ; 
The slave beneath the torrid zone ; 
The soldier rough, the letter*d sage^ 
And careless youth, and helpless age ; 
And all that live, and breath, and move — 
Tis the pure kiss of infant love ! 




Address to a Child, durmg a Boatemu WiUer 



What way does the Wind come? what way 

does he go ? 
He rides over the water and over the snow. 
Thro' wood and thro' vale ; and o'er rocky he%ht 
Which the goat cannot climb takes his souodiog 

flight. 
He tosses about ia every bare tree. 
As, if you look up, you plainly may see ; 
But how he will come, and whither be goes. 
There's never a scholar in England knows. 



He will suddenly stop in a cunning nook. 
And rings a sharp larum ; — but if you should look. 
There's nothing to see but a cushion of snow 
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Round as a pillow, and whiter than milk, 
And softer than if it were covered with 



Sometimes he'll hide in the cave of a rock, 
Then whistle as shrill as the buzzard cock ; 
Yet seek him, — and what shall you find in the 

place? 
Nothing but silence and empty space. 
Save in a comer, a heap of dry leaves. 
That he's left for a bed for beggars or thieves I 

As soon as 'tis daylight, to-morrow with me 
You shall go to the orchard, and then you will see 
That he has been there, and made a great rout. 
And cracked the branches, and strewn them about ; 
Heaven grant that he spare but that one upright 

twig 
That look*d up at the sky so proud and big 
All last sunmier, as weU you know, 
Studded with apples, a beautiful show 1 

Hark ! over the roof he makes a pause. 
And growls as if he would fix his claws 
Right in the slates, and with a huge rattle 
Drive them down, like men in a battle : 
— But let him range round ; he does us no harm 
We build up the fire, we're snug and warm ; 
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UnUHich'd by his btealh, seo the CEuulle shin 

bright, 
And bums with a clear and steady light ; 
Books have wc to reail, — husbl that haif-M 

knell, 
Hethiuks 'tis tbe soand of the eight-o'clock b 



Come,nowwe'lltobedl and when we are there. 
He may work his own will, and what shall we care? 
He may knock at the door, — wc 'II not let him in. 
May drive at the windows, — we'll laugh at his 

Let hiin geek bis own home wherever it be ; 
Here's a co:ie wumi house for Edward and me. 



FELICIA IIEMANS. 



TAtf Treasures of the Deep. 

What hid'st thou in thy trcasure-carcs and celisi 
Thou hollow-sounding and mysterious main ? 
— Pale glistening pearls, and rainbow-coloured 

shells. 
Bright things which gleam unreck'd of, and in 

vain. 
— Keep, keep thy riches, melancholy sea ! 
We ask not such from thee. 

Yet more, the depths have more !—> What wealth 

untold. 
Far down, and shining thro' their stillness, lies ! . 
Thou hast the starry gems, the burning gold> 
Won from ten thousand royal argosies. 
— Sweep o'er thy spoils, thou wild and wrathful 

main. 

Earth claims not these again ! 



as 
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Yet more, the depths have more I thy waves have 

roll'd 
Above the citieB of a world gone by I 
Sand hath fill'd up the palaces of old. 
Sea-weed o'ergrown the halls of revehy. 

— Dash o'er them, Ocean 1 in thy scornful play, 

Man yields them to decay [ 

Yet more I the billows and the depths hare more I 
High hearts and biave are gather'd to thy breast I 
They hear not now the booming vatera loar. 
The battle-thunders will not break their rest. 

— Keep thy red gold and gems, thou stormy 

grave — 

Give back the true and brave 1 

Give back the lost and lovely ! — those for whom 
The place was kept at board and hearth so long 1 
The prayer went up thro' midnight's breatUess 

gloom. 
And the vain yearning woke midst festal song 1 
Hold fast thy buried isles, thy towers o'erthrown, 
— But all is not thine own ! 



To thee the love of woman hath gone down. 
Dark flow thy tides o'er manhood's noble head 
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O'er youth's bright locks and beauty's flowery 

crown; 
— Yet must thou hear a voice — Restore the dead ! 
Earth shall reclaim her precious things from thee, 
— Restore the dead, thou sea! 



The Voice of Spring. 

I COME, I come ! ye hare call'd me long ; 
I come o'er the mountains with light and song ! 
Ye may trace my steps o'er the wakening earth. 
By the winds which tell of the violet's birth, 
By the primrose-stars in the shadowy grass. 
By the green leaves opening as 1 pass. 

I have breath'd on the South, and the chesnut- 

flowers 
By thousands have burst from the forest-bowers. 
And the ancient graves, and the fallen fanes. 
Are veil'd with wreaths on Italian plains. 
— But it is not for me, in my hour of bloom, 
To speak of the ruin of the tombi 

I have pass'd o'er the hills of the stormy North, 
And the larch has hung all his tassels forth ; 
The fisher is out on the sunny sea, 
And the rcin-dcer bounds thro' the pasture free, 



And the pine has a fringe of »ofter green, 
Aiid llie moss looks bright where my step has b 

I have sunt tliro' tlie wood-paths a gentle 

And call'd out each voice of the deep blue »ky, . J 

From the ntghtbirds lay thro' the Aarry time. 

In the groves of the soft Hesperian clime. 

To the swan's wild note by the Iceland lakes, 

When the dark iir-bough into verdure breaks. 

From the streams and founts I have loos'd the 

, chain, 
They are sweeping on to the silvery main. 
They are flashing down from the mountaiD-browa, 
They are 6inging spray on the forest-boughs, 
Tliey are bursting fresh from their stany caves. 
And the earth resounds with the joy of waves. 

Come forth, O ye children of gladness, cornel 
Where the violet* lie, may be now your home; 
Ye of the rose-cheek and dew-bright eye. 
And the bounding footstep, to n:ieet me fly. 
With the lyre, and the wreath, and the joyous lay. 
Come forth to the sunshine, 1 may not stay I 

Away from the dwellings of care-worn men. 
The waters are sparkling Jn wood and glen. 
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Away from the chamber and dusky hearth^ 
The young leaves are dancing in breezy mirth. 
Their light stems thrill to the wild-wood strains, 
And Youth is abroad in my green domains. 



The Fir$t of March, 

The bud is in the bough 

And the leaf is in the bud, 
And Earth's beginning now 

In her veins to feel the blood, 
Which, warm'd by summer's sua 

In th* alembic of the vine. 
From her founts will overrun 

In a ruddy gush of wine. 

The perfume and the bloom 

That shall decorate the flower, 
Are quickening in the gloom 

Of their subterranean bower ; 
And the juices meant to feed 

Trees, vegetables, fruits. 
Unerringly proceed 

To their pre-appointcd root.H. 

r r 
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How awful the thought 

Of the wonders undergroand^ 
Of the mystic changes wrought 

In the silenty dark profound ; 
How each thing upwards tends 

By necessity decreed^ 
And a world's support depends 

On the shooting of a seed I 

The Summer's in her ark, 

And this sunny-pinion'd day 
Is commission'd to remark 

Whether Winter holds her sway ; 
Go back, thou dove of peace. 

With the myrtle on thy wing. 
Say that floods and tempests cease. 

And the .^orld is ripe for Spring. 



Thou hast fann'd the sleeping Earth 

Till her dreams are all of flowers. 
And the waters look in mirth 

For their overhanging bowiers ; 
The forest seems to listen 

For the rustle of its leaves. 
And the very skies to glisten 

In the hope of summer eves. 
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Thy vivifying spell 

Has been felt beneath the wave, 
By the dormouse in its cell, 

And the mole within its cave ; 
And the summer tribes that creep, 

Or in air expand their wing, 
Have started from their sleep, 

At the summons of the Spring. 

The cattle lift their voices 

From the valleys and the hilb. 
And the fcather'd race rejoices 

With a gush of tuneful bills ; 
And if this cloudless arch 

Fills the poet's song with glee, 
O thou sunny first of March, 

Be it dedicate to thee ! 



L. E. LANDON. 



DeseripHve Sketch. 

(From the Literary GametUy No. 376.) 

It is a lovely lake, with waves as blae 
As e'er were lighted by the morning ray 
To topaz — crowded with an hundred isles. 
Each named from some peculiar flower it bears : 
There is the Isle of Violets, whose leaves. 
Thick in their azure beauty, fill the air 
With most voluptuous breathings ; the Primrose 
Gives name to one ; the Lillies of the Valley, 
Like wreath *d pearls, to another ; Cowslips glow. 
Ringing with golden bells the fragrant peal 
Which the bees love so, in a fourth. How sweet 
Upon a summer evening, when the lake 
Lies half in shadow, half in crimson light. 
Like hope and fear holding within the heart 
Divided empire, with a light slack sail 
To steer your little boat amid the isles. 
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Now gazing in the clouds like fiery halls, 

Till head and eye are filled with gorgeous thoughts 

Of golden palaces in fairyland ; 

Or, looking thro* the clear, yet purple wave, 

See the white pebbles, shining like the hearts 

Pure and bright even in this darksome world ! 

There is one gloomy isle, quite overgrown 

With weeping willows ; green, yet pensively 

Sweep the long branches down to the tall grass ; 

And in the very middle of the place 

There stands a large old yew — beneath its shade 

I would my grave might be : the tremulous light, 

Breaking at intervals thro' the sad boughs. 

Yet without power to warm the ground below, 

Would be so like the mockery of hope. 

No flowers grow there — they would not suit my 

tomb: 
It should be only strewed with withered leaves ; 
And on a willow, near, my harp might hang. 
Forgotten and forsaken, yet at times 
Sending sweet music o'er the lake. 



43d 
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The Farewell 
(From the same.) 

Yes, I am changed ; yes, much much changed 

Since first I sang to thee ; 
I marvel, knowing what I am, 

At what I once could be. 

The trace of pleasure on my heart 

Was like that of the wind. 
And sorrow's self had not then led 

A deeper trace behind. 

My song was like the bursting forth 

Of the first birds in spring ; 
I had some thought of future flowers. 

But none of withering. 

1 thought of love, but of love as 

Love never yet was known ; 
Of truth, of hope, of happiness — 

But all these dreams are flown. 



As sometimes on Italian shores 
At dawn of day is seen 

A fleeting show of fairy land, 
Just such my life has been. 
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How I now loathe my dreamB of song ! 

They have been so untnie ; 
But more I loathe the dearer dream, 

The one that dwelt with you ! 

Farewell to one, farewell to all, 

Both song and love are o'er ; 
The essence of their life is past. 

For they deceive no more ! 



STANZAS. 
(From tbe lAierary GoMeiU^ No. 387.) 

Is this the harp you used to wake. 

The harp of other days ? 
Or is it that another hand 

Amid its music strays ? 

No 1 the same harp to the same hand 

Yields up its melody — 
The song, too, is the very same. 

Yet they are changed for me. 

They are the same — but oh ! how changed 
Since last I heard their tone ; 



The change I vainly seek in them 
Is in my heart alone. 

Nay, fling not back ihy cloud of hair, 

its roses are uubound ; 
See, Leila, see thy carelessness, 

They're scattered o'er the grountl. 

Yet, but an hour, when 6ret the dew 

Fell from the twilight star, 
How tenderly these flowers were cuUed, 

And now how crushed they ate I 

And must I in those rosea read 
What my heart's fate will be? 

That when the prize is once possess'd. 
How slight its worth to thee. 

Oh, all in vain thy small snow hand 
Awakes its wildering strain ; 

Thy dark eyes breathe the soul of song, 
To me they turn in vain. 



I heard thee wake the deep harp chords 

For other ears than mine — 
I saw the tight of thy soft eyes 

Upon another shine. 
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The heart must speak, or ever words 

My depth of love can tell ; 
But eyes, hand, heart, must all be mine, 

Or else, feiewell, farewell ! 



APPENDIX. 



THE HON. GERTRUDE THIMELBY, 

Boni • •• • dlod • • • • 

Daoghter of Lord Aston, of Tizall in Suffordshire, married 
Henry Thimelhy, Esq. Her hasband having died 
young, and her only child having soon followed its 
father to the grave, she spent the remainder of her life 
in a convent of English nuns, at Louvainc in Flanders, 
of which her sister-in-law was abbess. 

S«>veral copies of verses, written by her without any view 
to iniblication, were first printed in a work called 
Tixall Poetry ..Edinburgh, 1813. 



To her Husband. 



On New-year*s-day, 1651. 

How swiftly time doth pass away, 
Where happiness completes the day 1 
Weeks, months, and years, but moments prove 
To those that nobly arc in love. 



i 
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This computation 'n only known 

To them that our pure dame can own. 

Succeeding years example take 

By those are past ; their numbers wake 

Envy, while with a will resign 'd 

No will is known till th' other's mind. 



On Ihe Death of her o«/j Child. 

Dear infant,* 'twas thy mother's fault 
So soon enclos'd thee in a vault t 
And father's good, that in such haste 
Has my sweet child in heaven plac'd. 
I '11 weep the first as my offence, 
Then joy thai he made recompence ; 
Yet must confess my frailty such 
My joy by grief's exceeded much ; 
Tho' I, in reason, know thy bliss 
Can not be wish'd more than it Is, 



* Mm. Thimelby iriu at ihii time ■ widow, aud, in the 
expresuoii of her bumble •omnrg.alie Beems to think that 
her child <Braa taken from ber on account of her faulta, that 
it might be joined to iu father Id heaveD an account of 
bit \\nues.~ Note bg the Editor e/ Ihe T. P. 



f^ 
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Yet this self-love o'errules me so, 
I 'd have thee here, or with thee go. 
But since that now iicither can be, 
A virtue of necessity 
I yet may make, now all my pelf 
Content for thee, tho' not myself. 



To Sir William and my Lady Persall, upon 
the Death of their and our dear Mall. 

We are too much concerned to dry your tears, 
Nor can they lessen yours, to hear our cares. 
But friendship will be busy, tho' we know 
That repetition but augments our woe. 
Let*s tread a middle path, then, pay our prayers 
For what we had, for what we lost, our tears. 
How could we hope in this world's virtue's deartli 
Long to enjoy that little heaven on earth ? 
Was not her mind drawn in her lovely face ? 
Did not her soul shme thro' the crystal case ? 
As a clear sun upon a cloudless day 
On some calm stream bestows his brightest ray. 
But death inform'd us that the goal was won 
Before the race did seem to us begun. 



Illlli 
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